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FROM THE PAGES OF MOLL FLANDERS 


It is enough to tell you, that as some of my worst comrades, who are out of 
the way of doing me harm (having gone out of the world by the steps and 
the string, as I often expected to go), knew me by the name of Moll 
Flanders, so you may give me leave to go under that name till I dare own 
who I have been, as well as who I am. 


(page 11) 


I had with all these the common vanity of my sex, viz., that being really 
taken for very handsome, or, if you please, for a great beauty, I very well 
knew it, and had as good an opinion of myself as anybody else could have 
of me; and particularly I loved to hear anybody speak of it, which happened 
often, and was a great satisfaction to me. 


(page 21) 


So naturally do men give up honour and justice, and even Christianity, to 
secure themselves. 


(page 54) 


Vanity is the perfection of a fop. 
(page 58) 


Nothing but want of courage for such an indifferency makes our sex so 
cheap, and prepares them to be ill used as they are; would they venture the 
loss of a pretending fop now and then, who carries it high upon the point of 
his own merit, they would certainly be slighted less and courted more. 


(page 75) 


He often repeated the same moderation, and I frequently lay with him, and 
although all the familiarities of man and wife were common to us, yet he 
never once offered to go any further, and he valued himself much upon it. I 
do not say that I was so wholly pleased with it as he thought I was, for I 
own I was much wickeder than he. 


(page 105) 


It might be expected that I should give some account of the nature of the 
wicked practices of this woman, in whose hands I was now fallen; but it 
would be but too much encouragement to the vice, to let the world see what 
easy measures were here taken to rid the women’s burthen of a child 
clandestinely gotten. 


(page 152) 


I often reflected how my lover at the Bath, struck by the hand of God, 
repented and abandoned me, and refused to see me any more, though he 
loved me to an extreme; but I, prompted by that worst of devils, poverty, 
returned to the vile practice, and made the advantage of what they call a 
handsome face to be the relief to my necessities, and beauty be a pimp to 
vice. 


(page 170) 


Though by this job I was become considerably richer than before, yet the 
resolution I had formerly taken of leaving off this horrid trade when I had 
gotten a little more, did not return, but I must still get more; and the avarice 
had such success, that I had no more thoughts of coming to a timely 
alteration of life, though without it I could expect no safety, no tranquility in 
the possession of what I had gained; a little more, and a little more, was the 
case still. (page 190) 


“The story has not so much laughing-room in it as you imagine.” 


(page 227) 


I had £700 by me in money, besides clothes, rings, some plate, and two gold 
watches, and all of them stolen. 


(page 231) 


I grew more hardened and audacious than ever, and the success I had made 
my name as famous as any thief of my sort ever had been. 


(page 239) 


How hell should become by degrees so natural, and not only tolerable, but 
even agreeable, is a thing unintelligible but by those who have experienced 
it, as I have. 


(page 251) 
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DANIEL DEFOE 


Secret agent, political provocateur, merchant, rebel, and writer, Daniel 
Defoe led a life as fascinating and enduring as those he recounted in his 
novels. He was born in London in 1660 to James Foe, a candle merchant 
and butcher of Flemish descent. In his childhood Daniel survived a deadly 
resurgence of the bubonic plague in 1665 that killed thousands of 
Londoners, and he witnessed the Great Fire of London in 1666. As a 
Dissenter—a Protestant who did not belong to the Church of England— 
Defoe was excluded from studying at Cambridge or Oxford; instead he 
received an excellent education under the Reverend Charles Morton, who 
would become one of the first administrators of Harvard College. 


By his early twenties Defoe had established himself as a merchant, selling 
all manner of goods, including hose, tobacco, wine, and the secretions of 
civet cats used in perfumes. He married Mary Tuffley, daughter of a 
wealthy merchant, in 1684; the couple had eight children during their long 
marriage, which ended with Defoe’s death forty-seven years later. 


Defoe’s great interest in politics entrenched him in the political turmoil of 
his times, and he soon eamed a sizable reputation as a pamphleteer. His 
wildly popular poem The True-Born Englishman (1701) challenges English 
sentiment against Dutch-born King William III of Orange; his most famous 
pamphlet, The Shortest Way with the Dissenters (1702), is a response to the 
attacks launched against Dissenters when William died and Queen Anne 
took the throne. The tract landed Defoe in Newgate Prison, which he would 
faithfully depict in Moll Flanders, and upon his release he went into service 
as a pamphleteer and information-gatherer for a moderate and influential 
member of government, Robert Harley. In 1704 Defoe launched The 
Review, a highly regarded political journal that he wrote and edited until 
1713. He emerged as a novelist with the publication in 1719 of the well- 
received account of a castaway The Life and Strange Surprising Adventures 
of Robinson Crusoe, and he appeased the appetites of his reading public by 


publishing three nov ©!§ in 4 single year, 1722: Moll Flanders, Colonel 


Jack, and A Journal of the Plague Year. He published one more novel, The 


Unfortunate Mistress: Roxana, in 1724, then turned his hand to nonfiction 
again, with works that include the three-volume A Tour Through the Whole 
Island of Great Britain, published between 1724 and 1727. Daniel Defoe 
died, in debt and mired in legal battles but widely respected as a writer and 
political thinker, in April 1731 in a London boardinghouse. 


THE WORLD OF DANIEL DEFOE AND MOLL 


1660 


1665 


1666 


1671 


c.1682 


1684 


1685 


FLANDERS 


Daniel Defoe is born in London, the son of James Foe, a candle 
merchant and butcher of Flemish descent. The monarchy, 
overthrown by Oliver Cromwell during the English Civil Wars 
earlier in the century, is restored, and Charles II ascends the 
throne. 


Bubonic plague breaks out in London, killing as many as 
75,000 of the city’s 450,000 inhabitants. 


The Great Fire of London destroys much of the city. 


Barred from attending Oxford or Cambridge because he is a 
Dissenter (as Protestants not conforming to the doctrines of the 
Church of England were known), Defoe enters Reverend 
Charles Morton’s academy to prepare for the Presbyterian 
ministry. Under Morton, who later will become the first vice 
president of Harvard College, he receives an excellent 
education, but he does not enter the ministry. 


Defoe establishes himself as a merchant, trading in hosiery, 
tobacco, wine, and other goods. His business dealings take him 
to several European countries, where he acquires knowledge of 
many languages. 


Defoe marries Mary Tuffley, daughter of a prosperous Dissenter 
merchant who brings with her a substantial dowry. The couple 
will have eight children, and the marriage will last until Defoe’s 
death forty-seven years later. 


Defoe takes part in the Monmouth Rebellion, which seeks to 
overthrow King James II, a Roman Catholic and intolerant of 


Dissenters, and put the Duke of Monmouth, an illegitimate son 
of Charles II and supporter of the Dissenters, 


on the throne. The rebellion gains some popular support but fails, 
and many of the rebels are executed. 


1688 In the so-called Glorious Revolution, William III of Orange and 
his wife, Mary, overthrow King James II. Defoe writes many 
pamphlets in support of the Protestant monarchs and becomes a 
favorite of the couple. 


1692 Defoe is £17,000 in debt and declares bankruptcy. 


1697 Defoe publishes his first full-length book, An Essay upon 
Projects, a series of innovative proposals for improving English 
life; he also becomes a secret agent for William III, gathering 
intelligence for the crown. 


1701 Defoe’s The True-Born Englishman, a satirical response to 
sentiment against Dutch-borm King William III, is published ; in 
the poem Defoe humorously reminds the English of their varied 
ancestry. 


1702 Defoe falls out of political favor when King William dies and 
Queen Anne and her Tory government, intolerant of Dissenters, 
assume power. Defoe publishes his ironic pamphlet The Shortest 
Way with the Dissenters. 


1703 Defoe is arrested for publishing The Shortest Way with the 
Dissenters and appears in the pillory for three days in London. He 
also serves five months in Newgate Prison; he will draw on his 
experience in Newgate in Moll Flanders. While Defoe is 
incarcerated, his businesses collapse. 


1704 Defoe begins to write and edit The Review, a highly influential 
political journal that he will publish until 1713. 


1705 


1707 


1713 


1714 


1715 


1719 


1722 


1724 


1726 


1731 


As a government agent working for Robert Harley, a moderate 
Tory minister, Defoe begins making trips north through England 
to Scotland to assess public opinion for the Act of Union uniting 
the two countries. 


The Act of Union is passed. 


Defoe’s political enemies have him imprisoned again briefly for a 
satiric tract mocking the impending Hanoverian Succession to the 
English throne. 


George I ascends the throne, and the Whigs, favorable to Defoe 
and other Dissenters, regain power. 


The first volume of The Family Instructor, the most popular of 
Defoe’s many books of moral instruction, is published. 


The Life and Strange Surprising Adventures of Robinson Crusoe 
is published and immediately becomes widely popular. 


Defoe publishes three fictional works: Moll Flanders, 14 Journal 
of the Plague Year, and Colonel Jack. 


Defoe publishes his final novel, The Unfortunate Mistress: 
Roxana, and returns to nonfiction with the publication of the first 
volume of his three-volume A Tour Through the Whole Island of 
Great Britain. 


Defoe’s Political History of the Devil is published, as is Gulliver’s 
Travels, by Jonathan Swift. 


Defoe dies in a London boardinghouse in April. 


INTRODUCTION 


Defoe’s Novel Experiments 


The Fortunes and Misfortunes of the Famous Moll Flanders (1722) is the 
fourth in a series of remarkable full-length narratives Daniel Defoe wrote 
hard upon each other when he approached and passed his sixtieth year. The 
first was The Life and Strange Surprising Adventures of Robinson Crusoe 
(1719), followed by Memoirs of a Cavalier (1720), Captain Singleton 
(1720), Moll Flanders (1722), A Journal of the Plague Year (1722), Colonel 
Jack (1722), and The Unfortunate Mistress: Roxana (1724). Defoe, born in 
1660, wrote no more extended narratives of this kind for the rest of his 
writing career until his death, in 1731. 


So how does one begin to explain this burst of fictional energy beginning 
with Robinson Crusoe and continuing through to Roxana? This is not only 
a fair question, it is one of the most intriguing in the history of the British 
novel. If we define the novel in the way we are used to thinking about 
fiction—as a prose narrative of substantial length that makes a pretense of 
representing life in a form human beings might well have been imagined to 
have lived it-Defoe surely stakes a forceful claim as the first English 
novelist. But the question of Defoe’s primacy is less interesting than the 
question of his originality. What did he think he was doing in those 
remarkable narratives from 1719 to 1724? And how did he go about doing 
it? 

Daniel Defoe was a man of wide and varied experience. He knew the 


world from the bottom up, from the dank holding cells of Newgate Prison! 
to the backroom offices of Britain’s most prestigious ministers of state. He 
began his adult life as a wholesaler of haberdashery, but soon enough 
emerged as major speculator in projects ranging from recovering buried 
treasure to cornering the civet-cat market in London for the production of 
perfume. Over the course of his life he owned trading vessels, imported 
wine, sold herring, mined for tin, manufactured bricks and tile, ran taverns, 
and even owned a few shares of a slave-trading venture. Defoe’s first 


financial empire, extensive but flimsy, collapsed in 1692, and he spent some 
uncomfortable days appearing before bankruptcy commissioners and on the 
lam from creditors in undisclosed locations in England. In 1703, he took up 
residence for five months in Newgate Prison on a trumped-up charge of 
sedition. Beginning in 1704, he went into surreptitious service as an 
undercover agent in Scotland and at the same time launched a new career as 
a publishing entrepreneur. He ran, wrote, and edited a newspaper, The 
Review of the State of the British Nation, for nine years, and, in addition, 
penned hundreds of essays, poems, conduct manuals, and treatises on topics 
ranging from weather conditions in the British Isles to the history of ghosts. 


Defoe not only had vast life experience to draw upon when he began 
writing novels near the age of sixty, but he had another great talent that he 
had cultivated all his life. He learned early in his education at the respected 
Morton’s Academy for Dissenters that writing is a form of impersonation. 
A successful writer convinces an audience by assuming an appropriate 
writing voice, a voice that has a vested stake in a cause or proposition. As a 
prose stylist Defoe was so superb a ventriloquist that one of his efforts, The 
Shortest Way with the Dissenters (1702), written ironically in the frenzied 
voice of a zealous bigot inimical to Defoe’s actual beliefs on religious 
tolerance, got him thrown into prison as a fanatic. 


Defoe’s later experiments with fiction came during a brief dry spell in his 
journalistic ventures when he began working on longer projects. He and his 
new consortium of publishers concocted a plan whereby Defoe would 
combine his extensive knowledge of English life with his talent for 
narrative mimicry. The premise was simple. The literary marketplace 
hungered for legitimate personal memoirs of travels, maritime adventures, 
social and religious experiences, accidents, storms, and plagues. Defoe 
would capitalize on a growing niche in the literary marketplace by 
publishing counterfeit, true-to-life memoirs for as much profit as he could 
glean from them. 


He designed his work with enough paraphernalia to appeal to a wide 
variety of readers, putting out innumerable editions, abridgments, woodcut 
illustrations, and even sequels. He first experimented on a series of fake 
dispatches from a Turkish spy in Paris and on a memoir of a Jacobite 
Highlander supporting the French wars to restore the Stuart kings in 


England. But his truly innovative venture was a concocted travel, 
shipwreck, and survival story roughly modeled on the documented account 
of a sailor, Alexander Selkirk, marooned on an island off the coast of South 
America. Defoe substantiated his fictional invention by including a 
portfolio of phony documents: maps, bills, contracts, charts, and journal 
records. The result—The Life and Strange Surprising Adventures of 
Robinson Crusoe—was a phenomenal publishing success, not only in 
England but in translation on the European continent. Defoe had written 
what we would now call a “blockbuster.” 


Though travel memoirs held pride of place for early-eighteenth-century 
readers, other memoir forms—criminal, confessional, and military—were 
not far behind. Defoe’s narratives following Crusoe mimicked all of these 
and others with their inclusion of soldiers of fortune, merchant adventurers, 
street criminals, plague victims, and scandalmongers. Defoe sustained his 
run of invented narrative histories until he ran out of new fictional ideas or 
grew weary of promising sequels. Or he may simply have turned to other 
projects he had temporarily shelved—a conduct book on matriage; a 
gazetteer or tour of the entire island of Great Britain; a treatise on servants; 
a history of a London mob boss, Jonathan Wild; and an attempt to capitalize 
on capital itself in a massive nonfictional account of trade and traders in 
England, The Complete English Tradesmen (1725). Even though Defoe 
never returned to prose fiction in what remained of his publishing life, those 
few years from 1719 to 1724 enriched the world of the English novel in 
ways that are hard to imagine and that have proved hard to repeat. 


The Genres of Moll Flanders 


Defoe published The Fortunes and Misfortunes of Moll Flanders in January 
1722. The book went through three editions before year’s end, the last a 
shortened version intended for a less assiduous reading audience, eager 
enough for all Moll’s chicaneries but somewhat less eager for four hundred 
pages of them. There are a number of ways to categorize Moll Flanders. 
For one thing, the narrative conforms to the genres of criminal biography 
and criminal confession. Defoe draws on the stories of real criminals 
already known to his reading audiences from the popular compilations of 


the time. The most recent such compilation had been Alexander Smith’s A 
Compleat History of the Lives and Robberies of the Most Notorious 
Highway-men, Foot-pads, Shop-lifts, and Cheats, of Both Sexes, in and 
about London and Westminster, and all Parts of Great Britain, for above an 
Hundred Years Past, Continu’d to the Present Time (London, 1719). 


Moll’s particular adventures had their antecedents in the lives of other 
infamous woman criminals with full narrative records of their adventures, 
such as Francis Kirkman’s The Counterfeit Lady Unveiled. Being a full 
Account of the Birth, Life, Most Remarkable Actions, and Untimely Death 
of Mary Carleton, Known by the Name of the German Princess (London, 
1673). As Moll herself puts it, “My course of life for forty years had been a 
horrid compilation of wickedness, whoredom, adultery, incest, lying, theft; 
and, in a word, everything but murder and treason” (p. 254). The narrative 
line of the book tracks the introduction of a young woman into a life of 
crime, the honing and schooling of the criminal, the capture and 
transportation of the criminal to America, and the first steps in confessional 
reformation. 


Defoe identifies his primary genre in the “Author’s Preface” to Moll when 
he calls her story a “private history” (p. 3). By that he means a memoir, and 
Defoe is quick to distinguish his work from what he calls “novels and 
romances” (p. 3) but what Defoe means by novels and romances is not what 
we mean today. For early-eighteenth-century readers, novels were the 
unlikeliest of adventures, usually set in past times or remote and idealized 
places. They were marked by improbability and a suspension of the normal 
laws of nature and behavior. Private histories, on the other hand, were more 
like today’s novels. They provide readers access to aspects of a lived life 
that are usually hidden or unrecorded. What Defoe promises is a kind of 
voyeuristic biography or prose scandal, and he understands the likely 
“relish” (p. 4) of his readers for Moll’s “account of all her vicious practices” 
and “all the progressions of crime which she ran through in three-score 
years” (p. 3). The mimetic impetus of Moll Flanders is set from the editor’s 
words in the beginning when we learn that the original manuscript is 
“written in language more like one still in Newgate than one grown penitent 
and humble” (p. 3). 


The editor then throws a sop to his readership by claiming that a 
beneficial morality can worm its way out of even the “worst story” (p. 4). 
For those readers who demand moral uplift, the book is not only a criminal 
confession but a spiritual confession. Defoe says Moll Flanders is a book 
“from every part of which something may be learned” (p. 5). For that 
process to take full effect, the reader has to believe in the authenticity of 
Moll’s spiritual life, and that turns out to be something of a stretch for any 
but the committed Christian apologist who will follow the editor in 
applying to all the “levity and looseness” (p. 5) in the book “virtuous and 
religious uses” (p. 5). 


As for the essence of the confessional genre, Moll explains its impulse 
when she tells the story late in the narrative of a thief who could not rest 
easily until he had unburdened himself by confessing in his sleep all the 
crimes he had committed the previous evening. Moll points out the general 
alliance of the confessional and the criminal when she notices the number 
of thieves in her world “obliged to disclose the greatest secrets either of 
their own or other people’s affairs” (p. 294). Her observation helps explain 
not only the shape of the particular story she tells, but the impetus of all 
fiction, at least as it developed from the early eighteenth century to modern 
times. Novelists, as much as criminals, feel the need to reveal secrets, 
especially when those secrets involve “other people’s affairs.” 


Confession allows Moll to recapitulate her story, an epitome of which we 
see when she “unlocked all the sluices of my passions” (p. 262) to the 
minister in Newgate Prison. The hope is that her criminal resumé can also 
be the first step in her repentance: “In a word, I gave him an abridgment of 
this whole history; I gave him the picture of my conduct for fifty years in 
miniature” (p. 262). The idea of criminal autobiography is to lay everything 
out in deliberate sequence; the idea of confession is to get all bad things to 
the rear as quickly as possible. Moll does both in her narrative, though her 
criminality—in terms of the narrative space allowed it—seems to 
overwhelm her confession. The editor at the beginning refers to Moll’s 
penitent humility as a state in which she “pretends to be” (p. 3). Eighteenth- 
century usage allows the word pretend a certain neutrality, a mere showing 
forth or revealing. But for Moll, “pretend” takes on the very obvious quality 
of “temporary.” 


When Defoe fictionalizes the life of Moll Flanders and all her pretenses, 
he not only borrows from popular criminal biographies but also from the 
tradition of Continental picaresque, or rogue, literature, which became 
popular throughout Europe with the publication of Lazarillo de Tormes 
(1554) in Spain. Picaros and picards are orphans, vagabonds, desperadoes, 
and reprobates trying to manipulate the conventions of a world largely 
determined by established family and class connections. As Moll puts it, “I 
understood too well, by the want of it, what the value of a settled life was” 
(p. 117). Picaresque fiction is the story of outsiders trying to get in, and the 
fortunes of the protagonist often depend on adaptable, protean, and 
duplicitous behavior as picaresque characters become who they need to be 
to survive. 


The story of Moll as picard begins when she equivocates in regard to her 
stay with the gypsies near Colchester. She realizes upon discovery by parish 
officers that she has a better chance of protection if she claims the gypsies 
left her rather than that she left them. It pays to tell the best story available 
and either suppress or not worry too much over the truth. Even at the end of 
the adventure, when Moll supposedly repents, she arranges the facts of her 
life so she can thrive in a condition bettered by the fruits of those very 
things for which she was supposed to repent. As a picaresque heroine, 
neither poverty nor despair is so unredeemable “that an unwearied industry 
will go a great way to deliver us from it, will in time raise the meanest 
creature to appear again in the world, and give him a new cast for his life” 
(p. 6). 

Cast is one of Moll’s favorite words, and it usually means a cast of the die 
on the gaming table. But it can also mean a cast of the fishing line from the 
rod. The trick Moll would like to tum in the book is to convert the 
haphazard luck of the dice into the picaresque skill of angling, as she seems 
to do when she says of her prospective banker husband, “I played with this 
lover as an angler does with a trout” (p. 127). Relying on skill rather than 
on luck is the means by which Moll changes her fortunes, though it is 
revealing that toward the end of her life as a criminal she recognizes that 
the overexposure of her skill as a thief reintroduces the greater hazard that 
she will be captured as a felon. In the unstable world of picaresque fiction, 
her skill does not ultimately gain her security, nor does her luck insure it. 


Very closely connected to the picaresque mode in fiction is Defoe’s 
particular brand of narrative irony, which counts on something that Moll 
learns early in her life: Words can shape reality. Because Moll’s first love 
affair with the elder brother of the Colchester family is conducted in 
secrecy, the second brother feels he might initiate the same course of action 
as if he were the first to think of it. She responds to the elder Colchester 
brother’s suggestion that she take up with the younger brother: “If I have 
been persuaded to believe that I am really your wife, shall I now give the lie 
to all those arguments, and call myself your whore” (p. 38). In the worlds 
Moll negotiates, it becomes clear that there are two terms for almost 
everything, one of them perfectly legal and bourgeois, and the other 
disreputable and even criminal. Even the title of the novel picks up the 
duality of content: Moll seeks fortunes in one world and discovers 
misfortunes in another. 


To catch the rhythm of Defoe’s linguistic doublets—whether wife or 
whore, gentlewoman or madam, husband or lover—is to understand 
something of the nature of behavior represented in picaresque fiction. 
Moll’s dilemma at the younger son’s marriage proposal, for example, hints 
at the crossover of propriety and criminality that defines the novel. The 
sequence of ratios that Moll will have to factor all her life are put in place 
with Moll’s “being a whore to one brother and a wife to the other” (p. 31), 
especially since brother number one “had never spoken a word of having 
me for a wife after he had conquered me for a mistress” (p. 31). When Moll 
later succumbs to her male friend at Bath after many months of abstinence 
she “exchanged the place of friend for that unmusical, harsh-sounding title 
of whore” (p. 106). 


Moll’s doublets here and elsewhere produce some of Defoe’s tightest and 
wittiest writing in the genre of rogue literature. When Moll finds herself 
standing in the middle of a London street not having the slightest idea what 
to do with a horse whose reins have just been deposited in her hands, she 
can only conclude, “So this was a robbery and no robbery, for little was lost 
by it, and nothing was got by it” (p. 232). Similarly, when she rejects 
counterfeiting as too dangerous a vocation, she does so by a linguistic turn, 
speaking of those working the “die” press for counterfeiting as victims 
almost before the fact: “for what care they to die, that cannot tell how to 


live?” (p. 233). A savvy Moll neatly explains to the reader, “Yet you may 
see how necessary it is for all women who expect anything in the world, to 
preserve the character of their virtue, even when perhaps they may have 
sacrificed the thing itself” (p. 126). How different than the immature Moll 
who had to learn the opposite lesson the hard way when associating with 
scurrilous types earned her “the scandal of a whore without the joy” (p. 60). 


Though the picaresque is the most fictional of the genres of Moll 
Flanders, offering Defoe his greatest episodic and stylistic range, there is 
yet another important genre that Defoe incorporates, a genre in which he 
did considerable work before and during the composition of his novels: 
conduct books. The early-eighteenth-century reading audience loved to be 
told how to behave, and Defoe loved to tell them. Writing conduct books 
trained Defoe in the construction of social scenes, usually set out in 
dialogue and often centering on familial, monetary, or legal disputes that 
were highly charged for his contemporary readers. His two volumes of The 
Family Instructor (1715, 1718) were great successes, and he was planning 
other conduct books, including a work on marriage for which he claimed to 
have spent thirty years collecting material, Conjugal Lewdness (1727). 
Moll’s concern with personal relations, especially those relations conducted 
within the contours of courtship and marriage, precede her career as a 
criminal. The many scenes in the narrative that present the dilemma of 
women on the marriage market or the arrangement of one’s personal 
finances or the disposition of one’s children provide typical conduct-book 
advice, some of it almost aphoristic: “She is always married too soon who 
gets a bad husband, and she is never married too late who gets a good one” 


(p. 70). 


The advice quotient in the novel extends to its criminal representations. In 
almost every instance of thievery, Moll takes the time to issue a warning or 
remonstrance to those who might be victimized by her schemes and 
ventures. The rich material in the book detailing Moll’s criminal adventures 
teaches readers as much about how to avoid crime as how to commit it. 
Defoe could (and did) make the argument that the adventures he recorded 
not only offered examples of a sinful and scandalous life but, by 
implication, performed a public service in alerting readers to criminal 


strategies and techniques. After Moll’s long itinerary of theft through much 
of the English countryside, she tells us: 


The moral, indeed, of all my history is left to be gathered by the senses and 
judgment of the reader; I am not qualified to preach to them. Let the 
experience of one creature completely wicked, and completely miserable, 
be a storehouse of useful warning to those that read (p. 245). 


Moll’s Plots 


Moll ends her story in 1683, when she is nearly seventy years old. The 
action is set in England during the turbulent years of the early Stuart kings, 
the Revolution of the 1640s, the Protectorate of Oliver Cromwell, and the 
Stuart Restoration from 1660 through the 1680s. But none of these events 
are even mentioned in the text. What we learn instead is that Moll’s life 
follows two immediately discernible narrative plot lines. The first plot is 
circular and ends in a home-coming of sorts for Moll, who was born in 
Newgate Prison and returns there many years later when she is nabbed for 
the theft of two pieces of brocaded silk in a linen factor’s London residence. 
She is carried off to that “horrid” place, she says, where her life began and 
that “so long expected me” (p. 249). “My very blood chills at the mention 
of its name; the place where so many of my comrades had been locked up, 
and from whence they went to the fatal tree; the place where my mother 
suffered so deeply, where I was brought into the world” (p. 249). In her 
inimitable way, Moll sums up the circular plot she is in when she begins to 
feel at home in the very place that produced her: “I was no more the 
something that I had been, than if I had never been otherwise than what I 
was now” (p. 254). 


That Moll is born in Newgate Prison and returns there after a life of crime 
is the most obvious manifestation of the circular plot of the novel, but 
nested within is another circuit that takes Moll, unknowingly, to her natural 
family in the Tideland region of America and returns her there at novel’s 
end, before she comes back to England to write up her memoirs. This 
second plot line of Moll Flanders is more a double loop than a circle, and 
Defoe works with that pattern again when he divides the action in the 
narrative by two cycles in a woman’s life, child-bearing years and barren 


ones. In the first loop, Moll gives of herself; in the second she takes from 
others. The crossover or connecting point for Moll is marked precisely as 
menopausal: “It began to be time for me to leave bearing children, for I was 
now eight-and-forty” (p. 171). At that very point, the plot line shifts from 
marriage to crime, and Moll even notices that she first steals from someone 
who might be in the same transitory state as herself: “It may be some poor 
widow like me, that had packed up these goods to go and sell them for a 
little bread for herself and a poor child” (p. 175). 


Defoe’s two plot lines—one that traces the larger patterns of a life from 
origins to ends and the other the incremental actions taken under duress— 
combine a sense of inevitability with a sense of circumstance. And that 
combination says a great deal about Defoe’s contribution to the 
development of realistic fiction in the early eighteenth century. While 
events for Defoe seem drawn by a certain design—he even calls it a 
providential design—the particular decisions and choices made along the 
way by individual characters conform to immediate impulses and needs, to 
contingencies that are naturally felt and exhibited by human beings under 
the pressure of the moment. 


Moll’s Character 


Moll Flanders is a narrative that from the first of its pages addresses the 
issue of character formation in fiction. The essential dilemma for Moll is 
the divide between her natural inclinations and her instincts for social 
survival. Moll has many appealing capacities—a natural warmth, a well of 
affection, a sense of her own attractiveness, a will to be decent—but her 
actions in the world cannot in most instances conform to her inclinations. 
Defoe’s singular genius in Moll Flanders is to let his readers eavesdrop on 
Moll’s negotiations with life. We understand her sacrifices and her 
decisions in ways that are perhaps even more complex and textured than the 
ways in which she understands them herself. 


Defoe complicates the nature of his own memoir by never actually 
naming the heroine of the story. Rather, the editor tells readers that Moll 
“thinks fit to conceal her true name, after which there is no occasion to say 
any more about that” (p. 3). The text in fact says a good deal more, even on 


the first page of the memoir when Defoe tantalizes the reader: “My true 
name is so well known in the records or registers at Newgate” (p. 11). The 
issue of Moll’s name and who knows it becomes burdensome when she 
takes up with the man who turns out to be her brother. To never bear a name 
one can call one’s own is to lack an almost primal or anthropological sense 
of legitimacy, a subject Defoe dwells upon with fascination at several 
moments in the novel. On the other hand, to run into your own name when 
you least expect it is to encounter much more than can be easily 
accommodated in a respectable life. Moll, like Oedipus, the character from 
ancient Greek drama who unknowingly kills his father and marries his 
mother, discovers that some names are attached to too much knowledge. 


Moll proceeds in her life by adopting a series of names that accord with 
the position she occupies in society. She is at once herself and a version of 
herself, and even forgets the names she has gone under in the past. Her 
names are, in a sense, generic. She takes the name “Betty,” a tag name for 


household servants and the name “Flanders,” a rubric name for fine lace.2 
James Joyce’s famous Molly Bloom seems to identify Defoe’s Moll more 
by what she steals than by who she is. She says of Leopold Bloom’s attempt 
to get her to read that she never really liked books “with a Molly in them 
like that one he brought me about the one from Flanders a whore always 


shoplifting anything she could cloth and stuff and yards of its 


There are really two Moll Flanders in Defoe’s story. One is the would-be 
gentlewoman, the girl of some vanity and much good heart, the natural and 
energetic lover, the clever friend and ally, and the concerned mother. The 
other Moll is the wholesale reprobate, made worse by her own self- 
castigation. Her unreal names—the ones she adapts—become her other self, 
her criminal self. “Moll” indicates the soubriquet given women thieves—it 
stays with us today in the notion of the gun moll—and Moll is also 
traditional slang for a common prostitute. In the course of her adventures 
Moll can lay claim to both theft and prostitution. She assumes the proper 
name “Flanders” as the wife of a gentleman-thief linen merchant, though 
her mother, coincidentally, was in Newgate in the first place for “borrowing 
three pieces of fine holland of a certain draper in Cheapside” (p. 12). 


Moll is connected to her mother by name and, later, by vocation, but that 
connection is nullified by separation. For Moll, the loss of a name is less 
important than the loss of a bond between birth mothers and children. 


It is manifest to all that understand anything of children, that we are born 
into the world helpless ... and that without help we must perish ... I question 
not but that these are partly the reasons why affection was placed by nature 
in the hearts of mothers to their children. (p. 157) 


Moll points out, perhaps thinking of her own infancy, that the neglect of 
children is “to murder them,” and to deprive children of “that needful 
affection placed by nature in them, is to neglect them in the highest degree” 
(p. 157). Even if necessity forces Moll during the course of her life to sever 
the natural bond that exists with her own children, there is a certain sense 
that she feels herself murdered at her own birth. For purposes of her 
memoir, her real name dies at the moment of neglect. She even considers 
murdering a child left unguarded by a mother as a memento of 
vulnerability. Such a notion seems the very opposite of Moll’s empathetic 
nature, though it may be an offshoot of that nature in reverse. After all, 
Moll has a patron and friend in Mother Midnight, whose major role in the 
novel seems as a broker of illegitimate or inconvenient children. Moll both 
renews (in having a new mother adopt her) and reverses (Mother Midnight 
is an expert in abortion and, perhaps, even in infanticide) the maternal 
process in her criminal bonding. It is one of Defoe’s finer ironies that Moll 
is rebom as one nurtured in crime by a new “mother” (p. 157) just at the 
time she says she herself is incapable of bearing any more children. It is as 
if she finds a substitute mother at the very moment she need not connect her 
name to children of her own. 


While Moll is nothing if not protean from decade to decade, Defoe is 
careful to construct at least a core of her true nature. Many of the decisions 
Moll learns to make in life are motivated by necessity and circumstance, but 
her emotions are heartfelt, even when the actions of her heart are severely 
strained. Moll is almost always drawn toward the warmth of another’s being 
before she is drawn to money or security. In a wonderful paragraph late in 
the book, a transported Moll decides to live in Maryland rather than in New 
England because she seeks the warmth of the land as the reflection of her 
very being. She knows little of geography, but she does sense what she calls 


her natural “aversion” to cold: “For that as I naturally loved warm weather, 
so now I grew into years, I had a stronger inclination to shun a cold 
climate” (pp. 294-295). 


Moll’s sins, such as they are, seem natural sins—what today we would 
call her healthy sexuality. She may be vain, and she is surely what Virginia 
Woolf in a famous Common Reader essay calls “robust,” but she is also 
genuine. Defoe begins the sexual adventure of the book when the elder 
brother in the Colchester family moves in on Moll for casual pleasures. 
Moll goes through the motions of early resistance, but even Defoe’s 
language seems to have it both ways: “I struggled to get away, and yet did it 
but faintly neither” (p. 23). By the time readers get to the end of Moll’s 
sentence we see she did try hard; but the syntax initially hints she tried but 
faintly. A little of both is true. Moll is naturally given to desire; she never 
makes any pretense otherwise. 


Earlier in the novel, we hear Moll say that her first experience with a 
lover had much less to do with her elevation in class status—as everyone 
seems to think—than with the overflow of emotions she feels for the first 
time. When the elder brother rather cavalierly suggests she shift her focus to 
the more marriageable younger brother, Moll is appalled: “And will you 
transfer me to your brother? Can you transfer my affection?” (p. 38). No 
matter what identity she adopts or what shape she takes, her natural 
affection defines her. As she says about the demise of her affair with the 
elder brother, “The bare loss of him as a gallant was not so much my 
affliction as the loss of his person, whom indeed I loved to distraction” (p. 
AO). 


What Moll cannot grasp early in her life is that her true feelings have very 
little to do with either her status in the world or her ability to negotiate that 
status. She asks her first lover, “Will you allow no affection, no love on my 
side, where there has been so much on your side?” (p. 38). The narrative 
answers that he will not. In the marriage market that controls so much of the 
rest of the book, natural affection is something stifled. That realization 
becomes a part of Moll’s learning curve, even when she meets her soul 
mate in Jemmy, the con-man thief, after the double cheat in which they each 
think the other is far richer than either is: “It was very unhappy that so 


much love and so much good nature as | discovered in him should be thus 
precipitated into misery” (p. 134). 


Psychology 


There are two systems that guide Defoe’s characters: a moral and ethical 
system revealing Defoe’s deeply held religious convictions that behavior is 
indeed judged on the basis of standards of good and evil, and a 
psychological system that assumes human beings will act from principles of 
self-preservation and necessity. Defoe believes it important to give voice to 
moral standards of behavior, but he expects the characters he represents in 
his fiction to diverge from those standards under pressures that every 
human being experiences and that few human beings can ignore. There is a 
compensatory mode in Defoe that mediates between the things that compel 
judgment and the things that propel action. 


Moll gets a letter from Madam Midnight, her London patron, that one of 
her criminal accomplices is hanged. Anyone’s death—especially the death 
of an acquaintance—should sadden Moll, and she is not so hardened that 
she fails to understand that the appropriate reaction is solemnity. But Moll’s 
palpable relief that another’s death limits the witness pool against her 
allows Defoe’s prose to make its psychological point: “At last she sent me 
the joyful news that he was hanged, which was the best news to me that I 
had heard a great while” (p. 201). Joyful for her, perhaps, but hardly for the 
young man swinging at the end of rope. 


What Defoe understands here is that the more extreme the pressure on 
individuals, the more extreme their reactions. The middling sort of person 
lives in a narrow register of emotions. The adventurer, the risk taker, the 
rogue, or thief suffers extreme highs and severe lows: “So true is it, that the 
greatest spirits, when overwhelmed by their afflictions, are subject to the 
greatest dejections” (p. 285). Defoe’s works are filled with similarly 
trenchant psychological observations about human behavior. His characters 
never stop explaining their actions—often they do a very good job—but in 
the very midst of knowing what they ought to do they cannot help doing 
something else. Circumstances and what Defoe calls exigencies radically 
alter what characters think and how they decide things. Moll notes with a 


kind of painful awareness that the grave illness of her Bath lover has made 
him repent of the crime of adultery, almost as if the sin caused the disease. 
But his fresh repentance produces a mean-spiritedness directed 
undeservedly at Moll: “Whenever sincere repentance succeeds such a crime 
as this, there never fails to attend a hatred of the object; and the more the 
affection might seem to be before, the hatred will be more in proportion” (p. 
112). 


Little is stable in the world Defoe represents. His characters negotiate not 
only their circumstances but the mental states that accompany them, 
reacting to events and then to the change affected by their reactions. When a 
desperate and destitute Moll first steals on the streets of London, she insists 
that she is driven toward crime by necessity. But as she becomes more 
accomplished in the art and craft of thievery, the energy of the activity 
overwhelms its necessity: “As poverty brought me in, so avarice kept me in, 
till there was no going back” (p.186). Only after she becomes an 
accomplished criminal does she act on criminal impulse alone, and then not 
because she feels herself naturally wicked; rather, she feels proud that she is 
so good at it. Skill differentiates her, and pride in her schemes and devises 
sustains her. Moll steals because of the emotional and aesthetic rush the 
deed offers her: “I grew the greatest artist of my time” (p. 196). 


No scene in the novel better illustrates the substitution of impulse for 
necessity than the one in which Moll finds herself stealing a horse in the 
middle of a London street simply because the opportunity presents itself. 
She does not want or need the horse, and merely possessing it puts her in 
danger. But she takes it anyway. The urge is simply upon her. Moll’s 
addiction to thievery is at once devilish and magical: 


Thus I, that was once in the devil’s clutches, was held fast there as with a 
charm, and had no power to got without the circle, till I was engulfed in 
labyrinths of trouble too great to get out at all. (p. 186) 


Moll’s compulsion is close to the kind of addiction one might expect from 
a gambler, and she forecasts what will happen to her as a thief when she 
wins seventy-three guineas at a gaming house in London then vows not to 
return and submit herself to what she calls “the itch to play.” For Moll, 
human impulses are stronger than human restraints, and “inclination 


prevails at last over the most solemn resolutions; and that vice breaks in at 
the breaches of decency” (p. 115). Her metaphor here is a particularly 
focused one because “breaches” refers not only to fissures but also puns on 
breeches, or trousers. Impulses trump resolutions because they enter in at 
the most vulnerable of places. 


Part of the fascination in a Defoe novel is the way he alternates the 
sequence of responses to the pressures that constitute human life. Robinson 
Crusoe, for example, understands how fear generates insecurity when he 
first sees the print of a human foot—presumably a cannibal’s foot—on his 
beach, but Crusoe has a much more clouded sense of how his skittish 
behavior for years after makes him almost feral. Moll is similarly acute and 
obtuse about her actions. When she steals a bundle from a trusting soul on a 
London street, she is empathic and dismissive almost in the same breath. 
She reflects on the booty: “It really touched me to the very soul when I 
looked into this treasure, to think of the poor disconsolate gentlewoman 
who had lost so much” (p. 189). Yet “the reflection wore off, and I quickly 
forgot the circumstances that attended it” (p. 190). The empathy Moll feels 
is no less real for the fact that she feels it only for a few minutes. 


Narrative Repetition 


While the form of Moll Flanders might seem merely episodic, there is an 
economy in the way Defoe presents material. The earlier sections of the 
book present narrative motifs that reemerge throughout, motifs centering on 
personal appearance and disguise, gentility, money and sexuality, friendship 
and female bonding, and incest and social taboos. These repetitions provide 
design for Defoe’s novel, and the savvy reader will pay attention to them as 
recurring themes upon which Defoe exercises a whole set of variations. 


At the beginning of the story Moll is able to escape the gypsies because 
she remains, in part, natural: “I had not had my skin discoloured, as they do 
to all children they carry about with them” (p. 12). Her complexion, her 
natural good looks, and her resistance to makeup provide Moll a comfort 
zone in the midst of all the subterfuge around her, much of which she 
initiates. Moll remains extremely proud of her natural good looks, and even 
in her early forties she never “stooped” (p. 116) to painting or applying 


heavy makeup. On the other hand, Moll’s repertoire of personalities become 
her stock in trade: “for I had several shapes to appear in” (p. 217). 


The narrative gives us a bit of a preview of Moll’s later career as a 
disguise artist when in order to discover the condition of her lover, the Bath 
gentleman then living in Bloomsbury, she “had the curiosity to disguise 
myself like a servant-maid, in a round cap and straw hat” (p. 110). She also 
mimicked the “gossip” of the household staff to acquire the information she 
needed, somewhat in the way Defoe as author mimics the voices of the 
characters he creates. 


Defoe alternates throughout between the natural Moll and the disguised 
Moll, and that alternation marks Moll’s ambiguous status through life. She 
would rather be genteel than criminal. Part of Moll’s discomfort with a life 
of crime plays on her sense of bodily unease, a feeling of not being her 
natural self. After Moll wins her settlement for false arrest at the hands of 
an overzealous mercer, partly by affecting a status of dress and merit 
beyond even the style to which she was accustomed, she feels driven to 
circulate in rags around London in the meanest possible condition as a kind 
of psychological penance that would in a way bring her back to her 
Newgate or her gypsy origins. Her chosen disguise counters her almost 
instinctive punctiliousness about cleanliness and appearance: “I naturally 
abhorred dirt and rags; I had been bred up tight and cleanly, and could be no 
other, whatever condition I was in, so that this was the most uneasy disguise 
to me that ever I put on” (p. 231). The point is that Moll was in no way 
compelled to disguise herself in rags. She did it in spite of herself and 
perhaps to spite herself 


At the beginning of her life as a ward of Colchester’s parish, Moll is 
brought up by a woman who runs a small school. Like the other students 
she is prepared for household service, which she says even at the age of 
eight she “had a thorough aversion to” (p. 14). She would prefer to be “a 
gentlewoman” (p. 15), a term that for Moll means only earning money for 
work rather than serving for keep. She has no idea of the class status of the 
term “gentlewoman” at this point in her life: “They meant one sort of thing 
by the word gentlewoman, and I meant quite another” (p. 16). The very 
young Moll thinks she can sew her way into gentility, and when her 
guardian asks her if she truly thinks she can become a gentlewoman “by 


your fingers’ ends” (p. 15), Moll responds that she can. The irony is that 
Defoe forecasts the light fingers of a pickpocket rather than the nimble ones 
of a seamstress. 


Moll seeks gentility and financial independence—that is what her early 
notion of a gentlewoman is—but her dilemma is that financial 
independence is neither easily nor legitimately come by for those who are 
cut off from resources. Moll would like to be free of service and able to 
support herself, but her means to do so will inevitably skirt the law. 
Moreover, when Moll names a particular woman in the town who earns by 
mending lace, her guardian points out that the woman is one of ill repute 
“and they call her madam” (p. 17). The soubriquet “madam” ironically 
partakes of both gentlewoman and whoremistress. We can think back on 
this exchange when, in fact, Moll later becomes a gentlewoman. One of the 
counterweights of the narrative for Defoe is the realization that for one born 
like Moll in and to Newgate, gentility is as much a mark of fraud as a mark 
of rank. 


When Moll first takes up with the mayor of Colchester’s family early in 
the action, the mayor’s wife is charmed by her misunderstanding of 
gentlewoman and “put her hand in her pocket, gave me a shilling, and bid 
me mind my work, and learn to work well, and I might be a gentlewoman 
for aught she knew” (p. 16). The gesture seems innocent, but it begins the 
almost reflexive association of money with opportunity that defines Moll’s 
life. The mayor’s family repeats this gesture on several occasions when 
Moll is a child, even paying her coins for her dress and her appearance. The 
money theme comes to fruition in the Colchester household. One of the 
sisters of the family marks the condition of an unconnected young woman 
in society: “If a young woman has beauty, birth, breeding, wit, sense, 
manners, modesty, and all to an extreme, yet if she has not money she’s 
nobody, she had as good want them all; nothing but money now 
recommends a woman; the men play the game all into their own hands” (p. 
22). The passage is rich for a number of reasons. Not only does it introduce 
the notion of the marital negotiation as part of a tactical “game,” but it 
reduces the loser to nobody, an entity robbed of material substance, a being 
without body or value. 


As her love affair with the elder brother of the Colchester family heats up, 
Moll’s rush of libido is at once satisfied and terminated by the exchange of 
money. The brother offers Moll five guineas (a vast sum for a servant) for 
his first sexual foray, which stops well before what Moll calls the final 
favor. He comes back a half hour later, proceeds a bit further, and offers her 
even more, a handful of gold. As Moll notes from the perspective of her 
later memoirs, only her naivete prevented her at this stage in her life from 
understanding that if she played the game cleverly she might have extracted 
a proposal or, at least, a maintenance contract, from the elder brother. 
Instead, she admits she would have capitulated fully for far less than money 
than she had already accumulated. But there is a secondary love affair 
brewing in all this: “As for the gold, I spent whole hours in looking upon it” 
(p. 27). It is almost as if Moll learns that desire is fungible; she can turn it 
into cash. That notion characterizes almost every sexual relationship Moll 
engages in from this point on, a notion literally enacted when Moll and her 
Bath lover pool their gold coins in the lap of her dress and stare at the 
jumbled heap for the mere thrill it. 


Even though Moll would rather not associate material wealth with bodily 
integrity, she comes to understand soon enough that her stock or her 
material wealth is comparable to her very physical constitution. She 
complains that “spending upon the main stock was but a certain kind of 
bleeding to death” (p. 97). The metaphoric confusion of wealth as lifeblood 
leads Moll to consider a friendless and destitute woman as a kind of 
material discard, worthy only insofar as someone else can capitalize her: 
“When a woman is thus left desolate and void of counsel, she is just like a 
bag of money or a jewel dropt on the highway, which is a prey to the next 
comer” (p. 117). 


One key phrase in Moll’s bleak assessment—“void of counsel”— 
emphasizes another crucial and repeated theme in the novel: friendship and 
tactical alliances. Moll begins as something of a negative entry in life’s 
account book, “left a poor desolate girl without friends, without clothes, 
without help or helper” (p. 12). After her first remove to London and 
environs, she realizes she has “not one friend or relation in the world” (p. 
61). She repeatedly articulates the need for bonding relations with other 
women and with men: “If a woman has no friend to communicate her 


affairs to, and to advise and assist her, ’tis ten to one but she is undone” (p. 
116). The problem recurs for Moll after her fifth husband dies in London: “I 
had no acquaintance, which was one of my worst misfortunes, and the 
consequence of that was, I had no adviser, and, above all, I had nobody to 
whom I could in confidence commit the secret of my circumstances” (p. 


116).4 


Though the theme of friendship comes up at regular intervals in Moll’s 
life, it registers, as does so much else in Defoe’s fiction, as slightly 
paradoxical. Late in the action, Moll says that “a secret of moment should 
always have a confidant, a bosom friend to whom we may communicate the 
joy of it, or the grief of it, be it which it will, or it will be a double weight 
upon the spirits” (p. 293). To be fair to the action of the novel, even when 
Moll does find a confidant, she reveals only those portions of her secrets 
that will guarantee her security. On the one hand, loneliness and secrecy are 
psychologically wearing for her; on the other, Moll is better off when no 
one knows what she is up to. 


Moll’s model for dealing with people—even those she likes—is 
encapsulated in the little phrase squeezed in to her general explanation of 
her life to her Lancashire husband while both are in Newgate Prison: “I told 
him so much of my story as I thought convenient” (p. 270). Her notion of 
“as I thought convenient” is a cold calculus, indeed, but it determines her 
presentation in the world. She embellishes or withholds by turns, and 
always for the particular convenience of her situation and its circumstances. 
Nonetheless, Moll repeatedly enters into what can be called a series of 
bonding alliances with a cadre of female characters. The lot of woman in 
society is one of those things that may not count for much in a man’s world 
but counts for considerably more in a woman’s. From Moll’s kindly first 
tutor in Colchester to the Redriff widow in London to the underworld 
Mother Midnight later in the adventure, Moll depends not only on the 
kindness of strangers, but on the kindness of women strangers. Ultimately, 
she contributes her own fair share to the female alliance motif. 


The most extended and satisfying instance of female bonding in the novel 
centers on the scheme concocted by Moll and another young lady friend in 
Redriff to scam a self-satisfied ship captain into marriage and contrive a 


public shaming for his boorish behavior: “I told her, that if she would take 
my advice, I would tell her how she should obtain her wishes in both those 
things; and that I would engage I would bring the man to her door again” 
(p. 64). Here, as in most instances when women conspire in the narrative, 
things have a much better chance of going according to plan. And Moll’s 
activities in Redriff are but the prelude for the sustained activities of her 
patron, Mother Midnight, in protecting Moll in the London underworld and 
arranging, insofar as she can, for the best disposition of Moll’s affairs, even 
after her capture and transportation to America. 


Perhaps the most shocking repetition in Moll Flanders is the incest theme. 
As is usually the case with the narrative patterns set up in the action, Defoe 
hints at incest before it appears and returns in different and subtle ways to it 
even after it submerges. Long before Moll mistakenly marries her brother 
and lives in a Virginia menage with her new husband and the mother they 
share, she imagines what it might mean for her in the Colchester household 
to marry the younger brother after sleeping with the elder. She thinks the 
elder brother has already committed to her and considers the proposal of the 
younger as a kind of tacit incest: “I gave him a look full of horror at those 
words” (p. 37). Sleeping with the elder brother is the expression of her 
sexuality, but her imagining sleeping with that same elder brother when she 
is married to the younger becomes “adultery and incest with him every day 
in my desires” (p. 55). 

Her horror is equaled in its intensity only by her later references to the 
actual incest she commits and then abjures with her brother: “I could almost 
as willingly have embraced a dog” (p. 89). Moll’s first reaction to incest is 
not that she has committed a crime against legal standards but against 
natural law. She is “not much touched with the crime of it, yet the action 
had something in it shocking to nature, and made my husband even 
nauseous to me” (pp. 81-82). Moll would like nothing better than to forget 
the incest interlude in Virginia, but the narrative will not let her. She finds 
herself reminded of it by the contorted excuses her Bath lover gives for not 
immediately jumping into bed with her—a negative impulse on his part that 
Moll finds hard to fathom. When the two stay one night at an inn in 
Gloucester and share a room, the Bath gentleman, thinking he is gallant, 
says to Moll that the two beds in the room will do: “ ‘Well,’ says my friend, 


very readily, ‘these beds will do; and as for the rest, we are too near akin to 
lie together, though we may lodge near one another’ ” (p. 104). Moll must 
have found his little protestation alarming. She is in a friendship “too near” 
a kinship just after she has been in a relationship too sexual to define as 
brotherly. 


Defoe plays one more variation of the incest theme in the narrative, one 
that requires some metaphoric thinking. Moll has for all her life been 
searching for a relation in which she can see something of herself reflected 
in another. Her husband/brother “was a man of infinite good nature” (p. 77), 
and they began their marriage with Moll considering herself “the happiest 
creature alive” (p. 78). The setup here is oddly repeated when Moll returns 
to Virginia much later with her fourth husband, Jemmy. In many ways, 
Jemmy is a male version of Moll, “a man that was as well qualified to make 
me happy, as to his temper and behaviour, as any man ever was” (p. 134). 
She first meets him when both are engaged in what Moll calls a “double 
fraud” (p. 134), and still Moll cannot help revering him: “He was a lovely 
person indeed, of generous principles, good sense, and of abundance of 
good humour” (p. 137). The same could be said for Moll, and, indeed, the 
same is said in one version or another from one end of the narrative to the 
other. 


With Jemmy, Moll displaces the incest motif into a different kind of 
kinship. She essentially eliminates the middleman. There can be no incest 
with Jemmy because she almost is Jemmy. The marriage of Moll to her 
virtual counterpart is sealed, after a fashion, when her brother/husband, old, 
blind, and wretched like Oedipus, dies and frees her for a new and 
unstained life as a gentlewoman and penitent. 


Michael Seidel is a Jesse and George Siegel Professor in the Humanities at 
Columbia University. He has written widely on _ eighteenth-century 
literature, especially on satire and on the early novel. His books include 
Satiric Inheritance: Rabelais to Sterne (1979), Exile and the Narrative 
Imagination (1986), and Robinson Crusoe: Island Myths and the Novel 
(1991). He is associate editor of the Columbia History of British Fiction and 
coeditor of the first two volumes in the Stoke-Newington Complete Works 


of Daniel Defoe. He has also written two books on James Joyce, and two 
others on the history of baseball. Seidel wrote the Introduction and Notes to 
the Barnes & Noble Classics edition of Gulliver’s Travels, by Jonathan 
Swift. 


Notes to Introduction 


1. Moll’s description of Newgate originates from Defoe’s personal 
experience of the place. He too heard, smelled, and saw “the hellish 
noise, the roaring, swearing and clamour, the stench and nastiness, and 
all the dreadful afflicting things that I saw there, joined to make the 
place seem an emblem of hell itself, and a kind of an entrance into it” 
(p. 249). 

2. One of Defoe’s models for Moll was a notorious criminal named 
Callicoe Sarah. The idea of adapting a name from the material a thief 
steals was part of the nomenclature of criminality. 

3. Ulysses (Random House: New York, 1986), p. 622. 

4. According to Defoe in his own commentary on the Robinson Crusoe 
story, Serious Reflections on the Life of Robinson Crusoe (1720), one 
can be as alone in the middle of a great metropolis as on a deserted 
island off the coast of South America. Isolation and its psychological 
effects are among Defoe’s primary fictional themes. 


AUTHOR’S PREFACE 


The world is so taken up of late with novels and romances, that it will be 
hard for a private history to be taken for genuine, where the names and 


other circumstances of the person are concealed; and on this account we 
must be content to leave the reader to pass his own opinion upon the 
ensuing sheets, and take it just as he pleases. 


The author is here supposed to be writing her own history, and in the very 
beginning of her account she gives the reasons why she thinks fit to conceal 
her true name, after which there is no occasion to say any more about that. 


It is true that the original of this story is put into new words, and the style 
of the famous lady we here speak of is a little altered; particularly she is 
made to tell her own tale in modester words than she told it at first, the copy 
which came first to hand having been written in language more like one still 


in Newgate2 than one grown penitent and humble, as she afterwards 
pretends? to be. 


The pen employed in finishing her story, and making it what you now see 
it to be, has had no little difficulty to put it into a dress fit to be seen, and to 
make it speak language fit to be read. When a woman debauched from her 
youth, nay, even being the offspring of debauchery and vice, comes to give 
an account of all her vicious practices, and even to descend to the particular 
occasions and circumstances by which she first became wicked, and of all 
the progressions of crime which she ran through in three-score years, an 
author must be hard put to it to wrap it up so clean as not to give room, 
especially for vicious readers, to turn it to his disadvantage. 


All possible care, however, has been taken to give no lewd ideas, no 


immodest turns in the new dressing up2 this story; no, not to the worst part 


of her expressions. To this purpose some of the vicious part of her life, 
which could not be modestly told, is quite left out, and several other parts 
are very much shortened. What is left ’t is hoped will not offend the 
chastest reader or the modestest hearer; and as the best use is to be made 
even of the worst story, the moral, ’t is hoped, will keep the reader serious, 


even where the story might incline him to be otherwise. To give the history 
of a wicked life repented of, necessarily requires that the wicked part should 
be made as wicked as the real history of it will bear, to illustrate and give a 
beauty to the penitent part, which is certainly the best and brightest, if 
related with equal spirit and life. 


It is suggested there cannot be the same life, the same brightness and 
beauty, in relating the penitent part as is in the criminal part. If there is any 
truth in that suggestion, I must be allowed to say, ’t is because there is not 
the same taste and relish in the reading; and indeed it is too true that the 


difference lies not in the real worth of the subject so much as in the gust©& 
and palate of the reader. 


But as this work is chiefly recommended to those who know how to read 
it, and how to make the good uses of it which the story all along 
recommends to them, so it is to be hoped that such readers will be much 


more pleased with the moral than the fable, with the application? than with 
the relation, and with the end of the writer than with the life of the person 
written of. 


There is in this story abundance of delightful incidents, and all of them 
usefully applied. There is an agreeable turn artfully given them in the 
relating, that naturally instructs the reader, either one way or another. The 
first part of her lewd life with the young gentleman at Colchester has so 
many happy turns given it to expose the crime, and warm all whose 
circumstances are adapted to it, of the ruinous end of such things, and the 
foolish, thoughtless, and abhorred conduct of both the parties, that it 
abundantly atones for all the lively description she gives of her folly and 
wickedness. 


The repentance of her lover at Bath, and how brought by the just alarm of 
his fit of sickness to abandon her; the just caution given there against even 
the lawful intimacies of the dearest friends, and how unable they are to 
preserve the most solemn resolutions of virtue without divine assistance; 
these are parts which, to a just discernment, will appear to have more real 
beauty in them than all the amorous chain of story which introduces it. 


In a word, as the whole relation is carefully garbled£ of all the levity and 
looseness that was in it, so it is applied, and with the utmost care, to 
virtuous and religious uses. None can, without being guilty of manifest 
injustice, cast any reproach upon it, or upon our design in publishing it. 


The advocates for the stage have, in all ages, made this the great argument 
to persuade people that their plays are useful, and that they ought to be 
allowed in the most civilised and in the most religious government; namely, 
that they are applied to virtuous purposes, and that, by the most lively 
representations, they fail not to recommend virtue and generous principles, 
and to discourage and expose all sorts of vice and corruption of manners; 
and were it true that they did so, and that they constantly adhered to that 
rule, as the test of their acting on the theatre, much might be said in their 
favour. 


Throughout the infinite variety of this book, this fundamental is most 
strictly adhered to; there is not a wicked action in any part of it, but is first 
or last rendered unhappy and unfortunate; there is not a superlative villain 
brought upon the stage, but either he is brought to an unhappy end, or 
brought to be a penitent; there is not an ill thing mentioned but it is 
condemned, even in the relation, nor a virtuous, just thing but it carries its 
praise along with it. What can more exactly answer the rule laid down, to 
recommend even those representations of things which have so many other 
just objections lying against them? namely, of example of bad company, 
obscene language, and the like. 


Upon this foundation this book is recommended to the reader, as a work 
from every part of which something may be learned, and some just and 
religious inference is drawn, by which the reader will have something of 
instruction if he pleases to make use of it. 


All the exploits of this lady of fame, in her depredations upon mankind, 
stand as so many warnings to honest people to beware of them, intimating 
to them by what methods innocent people are drawn in, plundered, and 
robbed, and by consequence how to avoid them. Her robbing a little child, 
dressed fine by the vanity of the mother, to go to the dancing-school, is a 


good memento! to such people hereafter, as is likewise her picking the gold 


watch from the young lady’s side in the park. 


Her getting a parcel from a hare-brained wench at the coaches in St. 
John’s Street; her booty at the fire, and also at Harwich, all give us excellent 
warning in such cases to be more present to ourselves in sudden surprises of 
every sort. 


Her application to a sober life and industrious management at last, in 


Virginia, with her transported? spouse, is a story fruitful of instruction to all 
the unfortunate creatures who are obliged to seek their re-establishment 
abroad, whether by the misery of transportation or other disaster; letting 
them know that diligence and application have their due encouragement, 
even in the remotest part of the world, and that no case can be so low, so 
despicable, or so empty of prospect, but that an unwearied industry will go 
a great way to deliver us from it, will in time raise the meanest creature to 
appear again in the world, and give him a new cast for his life. 


These are a few of the serious inferences which we are led by the hand to 
in this book, and these are fully sufficient to justify any man in 
recommending it to the world, and much more to justify the publication of 
it. 


There are two of the most beautiful parts still behind, which this story 
gives some idea of, and lets us into the parts of them, but they are either of 
them too long to be brought into the same volume, and indeed are, as I may 
call them, whole volumes of themselves, viz.: 1. The life of her governess, 
as she calls her, who had run through, it seems, in a few years, all the 
eminent degrees of a gentlewoman, a whore, and a bawd; a midwife and a 
midwife-keeper, as they are called; a pawnbroker, a child-taker, a receiver 
of thieves, and of stolen goods; and, in a word, herself a thief, a breeder up 
of thieves, and the like, and yet at last a penitent. 


The second is the life of her transported husband, a highwayman, who, it 
seems, lived a twelve years’ life of successful villainy upon the road, and 
even at last came off so well as to be a volunteer transport, not a convict; 
and in whose life there is an incredible variety. 


But, as I said, these are things too long to bring in here, so neither can I 
make a promise of their coming out by themselves. 


We cannot say, indeed, that this history is carried on quite to the end of 
the life of this famous Moll Flanders, for nobody can write their own life to 
the full end of it, unless they can write it after they are dead. But her 
husband’s life, being written by a third hand, gives a full account of them 
both, how long they lived together in that country, and how they came both 
to England again, after about eight years, in which time they were grown 
very rich, and where she lived, it seems, to be very old, but was not so 
extraordinary a penitent as she was at first; it seems only that indeed she 
always spoke with abhorrence of her former life, and of every part of it. 


In her last scene, at Maryland and Virginia, many pleasant things 
happened, which makes that part of her life very agreeable, but they are not 
told with the same elegancy as those accounted for by herself; so it is still to 
the more advantage that we break off here. 


VOLUME I 
The FORTUNES AND MISFORTUNES OF THE FAMOUS 


MOLL FLANDERS 


My true name is so well known in the records or registers at Newgate, and 


in the Old Bailey,2 and there are some things of such consequence still 
depending there, relating to my particular conduct, that it is not to be 
expected I should set my name or the account of my family to this work; 
perhaps after my death it may be better known; at present it would not be 
proper, no, not though a general pardon should be issued, even without 
exceptions of persons or crimes. 


It is enough to tell you, that as some of my worst comrades, who are out 
of the way of doing me harm (having gone out of the world by the steps and 


the string, as I often expected to go), knew me by the name of Moll 


Flanders, so you may give me leave to go under that name till I dare own 
who I have been, as well as who I am. 


I have been told, that in one of our neighbour nations, whether it be in 
France or where else I know not, they have an order from the king, that 
when any criminal is condemned, either to die, or to the galleys, or to be 
transported, if they leave any children, as such are generally unprovided for, 
by the forfeiture of their parents, so they are immediately taken into the care 


of the government, and put into an hospital) called the House of Orphans, 
where they are bred up, clothed, fed, taught, and when fit to go out, are 
placed to trades, or to services, so as to be well able to provide for 
themselves by an honest, industrious behaviour. 


Had this been the custom in our country, I had not been left a poor 
desolate girl without friends, without clothes, without help or helper, as was 
my fate; and by which, I was not only exposed to very great distresses, even 
before I was capable either of understanding my case or how to amend it, 


but brought into a course of life, scandalous in itself, and which in its 
ordinary course tended to the swift destruction both of soul and body. 


But the case was otherwise here. My mother was convicted of felony for a 
petty theft, scarce worth naming, viz., borrowing three pieces of fine 


holland of a certain draper in Cheapside.!The circumstances are too long 
to repeat, and I have heard them related so many ways, that I can scarce tell 
which is the right account. 


However it was, they all agree in this, that my mother pleaded her befly,4 
and being found quick with child, she was respited for about seven months; 
after which she was called down, as they term it, to her former judgment, 
but obtained the favour afterward of being transported to the plantations, 
and left me about half a year old, and in bad hands you may be sure. 


This is too near the first hours of my life for me to relate anything of 
myself but by hearsay; ’t is enough to mention, that as I was born in such an 


unhappy place, I had no parish2 to have recourse to for my nourishment in 
my infancy; nor can I give the least account how I was kept alive, other 
than that, as I have been told, some relation of my mother took me away, 
but at whose expense, or by whose direction, I know nothing at all of it. 


The first account that I can recollect, or could ever learn, of myself, was 
that I had wandered among a crew of those people they call gipsies, or 
Egyptians; but I believe it was but a little while that I had been among 
them, for I had not had my skin discoloured, as they do to all children they 
carry about with them; nor can I tell how I came among them, or how I got 
from them. 


It was at Colchester,2 in Essex, that those people left me, and I have a 
notion in my head that I left them there (that is, that I hid myself and would 
not go any farther with them), but I am not able to be particular in that 
account; only this I remember, that being taken up by some of the parish 
officers of Colchester, I gave an account that I came into the town with the 
gipsies, but that I would not go any farther with them, and that so they had 
left me, but whither they were gone that I knew not; for though they sent 
round the country to inquire after them, it seems they could not be found. 


I was now in a way to be provided for; for though I was not a parish 
charge upon this or that part of the town by law, yet as my case came to be 
known, and that I was too young to do any work, being not above three 
years old, compassion moved the magistrates of the town to take care of 
me, and I became one of their own as much as if I had been born in the 
place. 


In the provision they made for me, it was my good hap to be put to nurse, 
as they call it, to a woman who was indeed poor, but had been in better 
circumstances, and who got a little livelihood by taking such as I was 
supposed to be, and keeping them with all necessaries, till they were at a 


certain age, in which it might be supposed they might go to service,2 or get 
their own bread. 


This woman had also a little school, which she kept to teach children to 
read and to work; and having, I say, lived before that in good fashion, she 
bred up the children with a great deal of art, as well as with a great deal of 
care. 


But, which was worth all the rest, she bred them up very religiously also, 
being herself a very sober, pious woman; secondly, very housewifely and 
clean; and, thirdly, very mannerly, and with good behaviour. So that, 
excepting a plain diet, coarse lodging, and mean clothes, we were brought 
up as mannerly as if we had been at the dancing-school. 


I was continued here till I was eight years old, when I was terrified with 
news that the magistrates (as I think they called them) had ordered that I 
should go to service. I was able to do but very little, wherever I was to go, 
except it was to run of errands, and be a drudge to some cookmaid, and this 
they told me often, which put me into a great fright; for I had a thorough 
aversion to going to service, as they called it, though I was so young; and I 
told my nurse, that I believed I could get my living without going to 
service, if she pleased to let me; for she had taught me to work with my 


needle, and spin worsted,2 which is the chief trade of that city, and I told 
her that if she would keep me, I would work for her, and I would work very 
hard. 


I talked to her almost every day of working hard; and, in short, I did 
nothing but work and cry all day, which grieved the good, kind woman so 
much, that at last she began to be concerned for me, for she loved me very 
well. 


One day after this, as she came into the room, where all the poor children 
were at work, she sat down just over against me, not in her usual place as 
mistress, but as if she had set herself on purpose to observe me and see me 
work. I was doing something she had set me to, as I remember it was 
marking some shirts, which she had taken to make, and after a while she 
began to talk to me. “Thou foolish child,” says she, “thou art always 
crying” (for I was crying then). “Prithee, what dost cry for?” “Because they 
will take me away,” says I, “and put me to service, and I can’t work house- 
work.” “Well, child,” says she, “but though you can’t work house-work, 
you will learn it in time, and they won’t put you to hard things at first.” 
“Yes, they will,” says I; “and if I can’t do it they will beat me, and the 
maids will beat me to make me do great work, and I am but a little girl, and 
I can’t do it;” and then I cried again, till I could not speak any more. 


This moved my good motherly nurse, so that she resolved I should not go 
to service yet; so she bid me not cry, and she would speak to Mr. Mayor, 
and I should not go to service till I was bigger. 


Well, this did not satisfy me, for to think of going to service at all was 
such a frightful thing to me, that if she had assured me I should not have 
gone till I was twenty years old, it would have been the same to me; I 
should have cried all the time, with the very apprehension of its being to be 
so at last. 


When she saw that I was not pacified yet, she began to be angry with me. 
“And what would you have?” says she. “Don’t I tell you that you shall not 
go to service till you are bigger?” “Ay,” says I, “but then I must go at last.” 
“Why, what,” said she, “is the girl mad? What! would you be a 
gentlewoman?” “Yes,” says I, and cried heartily till I roared out again. 


This set the old gentlewoman a-laughing at me, as you may be sure it 
would. “Well, madam, forsooth,” says she, gibing at me, “you would be a 
gentlewoman; and how will you come to be a gentlewoman? What! will 


you do it by your fingers’ ends?”4 


“Yes,” says I again, very innocently. 


“Why, what can you earn,” says she; “what can you get a day at your 
work?” 


“Threepence,” said I, “when I spin, and fourpence when I work plain 
work.” 


“Alas! poor gentlewoman,” said she again, laughing, “what will that do 
for thee?” 


“Tt will keep me,” says I, “if you will let me live with you;” and this I said 
in such a poor petitioning tone, that it made the poor woman’s heart yearn 
to me, as she told me afterwards. 


“But,” says she, “that will not keep you and buy you clothes too; and who 
must buy the little gentlewoman clothes?” says she, and smiled all the while 
at me. 


“T will work harder then,” says I, “and you shall have it all.” 


“Poor child! it won’t keep you,” said she; “it will hardly find you in 
victuals.” 


“Then I would have no victuals,” says I again, very innocently; “let me 
but live with you.” 


“Why, can you live without victuals?” says she. “Yes,” again says I, very 
much like a child, you may be sure, and still I cried heartily. 


I had no policy? in all this; you may easily see it was all nature; but it was 
joined with so much innocence and so much passion that, in short, it set the 
good motherly creature a-weeping too, and at last she cried as fast as I did, 
and then took me and led me out of the teaching-room. “Come,” says she, 
“you shan’t go to service; you shall live with me;” and this pacified me for 
the present. 


After this, she going to wait on the Mayor, my story came up, and my 
good nurse told Mr. Mayor the whole tale; he was so pleased with it, that he 
would call his lady and his two daughters to hear it, and it made mirth 
enough among them, you may be sure. 


However, not a week had passed over, but on a sudden comes Mrs. 
Mayoress and her two daughters to the house to see my old nurse, and to 
see her school and the children. When they had looked about them a little, 
“Well, Mrs.—,” says the Mayoress to my nurse, “and pray which is the little 
lass that is to be a gentlewoman ?” I heard her, and I was terribly frighted, 
though I did not know why neither; but Mrs. Mayoress comes up to me, 
“Well, miss,” says she, “and what are you at work upon?” The word miss 
was a language that had hardly been heard of in our school, and I wondered 
what sad name it was she called me; however, I stood up, made a curtsey, 
and she took my work out of my hand, looked on it, and said it was very 
well; then she looked upon one of my hands. “Nay, she may come to be a 
gentlewoman,” says she, “for aught I know; she has a lady’s hand, I assure 
you.” This pleased me mightily; but Mrs. Mayoress did not stop there, but 
put her hand in her pocket, gave me a shilling, and bid me mind my work, 
and learn to work well, and I might be a gentlewoman for aught she knew. 


All this while my good old nurse, Mrs. Mayoress, and all the rest of them, 
did not understand me at all, for they meant one sort of thing by the word 
gentlewoman, and I meant quite another; for, alas! all I understood by being 
a gentlewoman, was to be able to work for myself, and get enough to keep 
me without going to service, whereas they meant to live great and high, and 
I know not what. 


Well, after Mrs. Mayoress was gone, her two daughters came in, and they 
called for the gentlewoman too, and they talked a long while to me, and I 
answered them in my innocent way; but always, if they asked me whether I 
resolved to be a gentlewoman, I answered, Yes. At last they asked me what 
a gentlewoman was? That puzzled me much. However, I explained myself 
negatively, that it was one that did not go to service, to do house-work; they 
were mightily pleased, and liked my little prattle to them, which, it seems, 
was agreeable enough to them, and they gave me money too. 


As for my money, I gave it all to my mistress-nurse, as I called her, and 
told her she should have all I got when I was a gentlewoman as well as now. 
By this and some other of my talk, my old tutoress began to understand 
what I meant by being a gentlewoman, and that it was no more than to be 
able to get my bread by my own work; and at last she asked me whether it 
was not so. 


I told her, yes, and insisted on it, that to do so was to be a gentlewoman; 
“for,” says I, “there is such a one,” naming a woman that mended lace and 


washed the ladies’ laced heads;= “she,” says I, “is a gentlewoman, and they 
call her madam.” 


“Poor child,” says my good old nurse, “you may soon be such a 
gentlewoman as that, for she is a person of ill fame, and has had two 
bastards.” 


I did not understand anything of that; but I answered, “I am sure they call 
her madam, and she does not go to service nor do house-work;” and 
therefore I insisted that she was a gentlewoman, and I would be such a 
gentlewoman as that. 


The ladies were told all this again, and they made themselves merry with 
it, and every now and then Mr. Mayor’s daughters would come and see me, 
and ask where the little gentlewoman was, which made me not a little proud 
of myself besides. I was often visited by these young ladies, and sometimes 
they brought others with them; so that I was known by it almost all over the 
town. 


I was now about ten years old, and began to look a little womanish, for I 
was mighty grave, very mannerly, and as I had often heard the ladies say I 
was pretty, and would be very handsome, you may be sure it made me not a 
little proud. However, that pride had no ill effect upon me yet; only, as they 
often gave me money, and I gave it my old nurse, she, honest woman, was 
so just as to lay it out again for me, and gave me head-dresses, and linen, 
and gloves, and I went very neat, for if I had rags on, I would always be 
clean, or else I would dabble them in water myself; but, I say, my good 
nurse, when I had money given me, very honestly laid it out for me, and 
would always tell the ladies this or that was bought with their money; and 
this made them give me more, till at last I was indeed called upon by the 
magistrates to go out to service. But then I was become so good a 
workwoman myself, and the ladies were so kind to me, that I was past it; 
for I could earn as much for my nurse as was enough to keep me; so she 
told them, that if they would give her leave, she would keep the 
gentlewoman, as she called me, to be her assistant, and teach the children, 


which I was very well able to do; for I was very nimble at my work, though 
I was yet very young. 


But the kindness of the ladies did not end here, for when they understood 
that I was no more maintained by the town as before, they gave me money 
oftener; and as I grew up, they brought me work to do for them, such as 
linen to make, laces to mend, and heads to dress up, and not only paid me 
for doing them, but even taught me how to do them; so that I was a 
gentlewoman indeed, as I understood that word; for before I was twelve 
years old, I not only found myself clothes, and paid my nurse for my 
keeping, but got money in my pocket too. 


The ladies also gave me clothes frequently of their own or their 
children’s; some stockings, some petticoats, some gowns, some one thing, 
some another; and these my old woman managed for me like a mother, and 
kept them for me, obliged me to mend them, and turn them to the best 
advantage, for she was a rare housewife. 


At last one of the ladies took such a fancy to me that she would have me 
home to her house, for a month, she said, to be among her daughters. 


Now, though this was exceeding kind in her, yet, as my good woman said 
to her, unless she resolved to keep me for good and all, she would do the 
little gentlewoman more harm than good. “Well,” says the lady, “that’s true; 
Ill only take her home for a week, then, that I may see how my daughters 
and she agree, and how I like her temper, and then I’ ll tell you more; and in 
the meantime, if anybody comes to see her as they used to do, you may only 
tell them you have sent her out to my house.” 


This was prudently managed enough, and I went to the lady’s house; but I 
was so pleased there with the young ladies, and they so pleased with me, 
that I had enough to do to come away, and they were as unwilling to part 
with me. 


However, I did come away, and lived almost a year more with my honest 
old woman, and began now to be very helpful to her; for I was almost 
fourteen years old, was tall of my age, and looked a little womanish; but I 


had such a taste of genteel! living at the lady’s house that I was not so easy 
in my old quarters as I used to be, and I thought it was fine to be a 


gentlewoman indeed, for I had quite other notions of a gentlewoman now 
than I had before; and as I thought that it was fine to be a gentlewoman, so I 
loved to be among gentlewomen, and therefore I longed to be there again. 


When I was about fourteen years and a quarter old, my good old nurse, 
mother I ought to call her, fell sick and died. I was then in a sad condition 
indeed, for as there is no great bustle in putting an end to a poor body’s 
family when once they are carried to the grave, so the poor good woman 
being buried, the parish children were immediately removed by the church- 
wardens; the school was at an end, and the day children of it had no more to 
do but just stay at home till they were sent somewhere else. As for what she 
left, a daughter, a married woman, came and swept it all away, and 
removing the goods, they had no more to say to me than to jest with me, 
and tell me that the little gentlewoman might set up for herself if she 
pleased. 


I was frighted out of my wits almost, and knew not what to do; for I was, 
as it were, turned out of doors to the wide world, and that which was still 
worse, the old honest woman had two-and-twenty shillings of mine in her 
hand, which was all the estate the little gentlewoman had in the world; and 


when I asked the daughter for it she huffed4 me, and told me she had 
nothing to do with it. 


It was true the good, poor woman had told her daughter of it, and that it 
lay in such a place, that it was the child’s money, and had called once or 
twice for me to give it me, but I was unhappily out of the way, and when I 
came back she was past being in a condition to speak of it. However, the 
daughter was so honest afterwards as to give it me, though at first she used 
me cruelly about it. 


Now was I a poor gentlewoman indeed, and I was just that very night to 
be turned into the wide world; for the daughter removed all the goods, and I 
had not so much as a lodging to go to, or a bit of bread to eat. But it seems 
some of the neighbours took so much compassion of me as to acquaint the 
lady in whose family I had been; and immediately she sent her maid to 
fetch me, and away I went with them bag and baggage, and with a glad 
heart, you may be sure. The fright of my condition had made such an 
impression upon me that I did not want now to be a gentlewoman, but was 


very willing to be a servant, and that any kind of servant they thought fit to 
have me be. 


But my new generous mistress had better thoughts for me. I call her 
generous, for she exceeded the good woman I was with before in 
everything, as in estate; I say, in everything except honesty; and for that, 
though this was a lady most exactly just, yet I must not forget to say on all 
occasions, that the first, though poor, was as uprightly honest as it was 
possible. 


I was no sooner carried away, as I have said, by this good gentlewoman, 
but the first lady, that is to say, the Mayoress that was, sent her daughters to 
take care of me; and another family which had taken notice of me when I 
was the little gentlewoman sent for me after her, so that I was mightily 
made of; nay, and they were not a little angry, especially the Mayoress, that 
her friend had taken me away from her; for, as she said, I was hers by right, 
she having been the first that took any notice of me. But they that had me 
would not part with me; and as for me, I could not be better than where I 
was. 


Here I continued till I was between seventeen and eighteen years old, and 
here I had all the advantages for my education that could be imagined; the 
lady had masters home to teach her daughters to dance, and to speak 
French, and to write, and others to teach them music; and as I was always 
with them, I learned as fast as they; and though the masters were not 
appointed to teach me, yet I learned by imitation and inquiry all that they 
learned by instruction and direction; so that, in short, I learned to dance and 
speak French as well as any of them, and to sing much better, for I had a 
better voice than any of them. I could not so readily come at playing the 
harpsichord or the spinet, because I had no instrument of my own to 
practise on, and could only come at theirs in the intervals when they left it; 
but yet I learned tolerably well, and the young ladies at length got two 
instruments, that is to say, a harpsichord and a spinet too, and then they 
taught me themselves. But as to dancing, they could hardly help my 
learning country-dances, because they always wanted me to make up even 
number; and, on the other hand, they were as heartily willing to learn me 
everything that they had been taught themselves as I could be to take the 
learning. 


By this means I had, as I have said, all the advantages of education that I 
could have had if I had been as much a gentlewoman as they were with 
whom I lived; and in some things I had the advantage of my ladies, though 
they were my superiors, viz., that mine were all the gifts of nature, and 
which all their fortunes could not furnish. First, I was apparently handsomer 
than any of them; secondly, I was better shaped; and, thirdly, I sang better, 
by which I mean, I had a better voice; in all which you will, I hope, allow 
me to say, I do not speak my own conceit, but the opinion of all that knew 
the family. 


I had with all these the common vanity of my sex, viz., that being really 
taken for very handsome, or, if you please, for a great beauty, I very well 
knew it, and had as good an opinion of myself as anybody else could have 
of me, and particularly I loved to hear anybody speak of it, which happened 
often, and was a great satisfaction to me. 


Thus far I have had a smooth story to tell of myself, and in all this part of 
my life I not only had the reputation of living in a very good family, and a 
family noted and respected everywhere for virtue and sobriety, and for 
every valuable thing, but I had the character too of a very sober, modest, 
and virtuous young woman, and such I had always been; neither had I yet 
any occasion to think of anything else, or to know what a temptation to 
wickedness meant. 


But that which I was too vain of was my ruin, or rather my vanity was the 
cause of it. The lady in the house where I was had two sons, young 
gentlemen of extraordinary parts and behaviour, and it was my misfortune 
to be very well with them both, but they managed themselves with me in a 
quite different manner. 


The eldest, a gay gentleman, that knew the town as well as the country, 
and though he had levity enough to do an ill-natured thing, yet had too 
much judgment of things to pay too dear for his pleasures; he began with 
that unhappy snare to all women, viz., taking notice upon all occasions how 
pretty I was, as he called it, how agreeable, how well-carriaged, and the 
like; and this he contrived so subtly, as if he had known as well how to 
catch a woman in his net as a partridge when he went a-setting, for he 
would contrive to be talking this to his sisters, when, though I was not by, 


yet he knew I was not so far off but that I should be sure to hear him. His 
sisters would return softly to him, “Hush, brother, she will hear you; she is 
but in the next room.” Then he would put it off and talk softlier, as if he had 
not known it, and begin to acknowledge he was wrong; and then, as if he 
had forgot himself, he would speak aloud again, and I, that was so well 
pleased to hear it, was sure to listen for it upon all occasions. 


After he had thus baited his hook, and found easily enough the method 
how to lay it in my way, he played an open game; and one day, going by his 
sister’s chamber when I was there, he comes in with an air of gaiety. “Oh, 


Mrs. Betty,” said he to me, “how do you do, Mrs. Betty? Don’t your 
cheeks burn, Mrs. Betty?” I made a curtsey and blushed, but said nothing. 
“What makes you talk so, brother?” said the lady. “Why,” says he, “we have 
been talking of her below-stairs this half-hour.” “Well,” says his sister, “you 
can say no harm of her, that I am sure, so ’t is no matter what you have been 
talking about.” “Nay,” says he, “ ’t is so far from talking harm of her, that 
we have been talking a great deal of good, and a great many fine things 
have been said of Mrs. Betty, I assure you; and particularly, that she is the 
handsomest young woman in Colchester; and, in short, they begin to toast 
her health in the town.” 


“TI wonder at you, brother,” says the sister. “Betty wants but one thing, but 
she had as good want everything, for the market is against our sex just now; 
and if a young woman has beauty, birth, breeding, wit, sense, manners, 
modesty, and all to an extreme, yet if she has not money she’s nobody, she 
had as good want them all; nothing but money now recommends a woman; 
the men play the game all into their own hands.” 


Her younger brother, who was by, cried, “Hold, sister, you run too fast: I 
am an exception to your rule. I assure you, if I find a woman so 
accomplished as you talk of, I won’t trouble myself about the money.” 
“Oh,” says the sister, “but you will take care not to fancy one then without 
the money.” 


“You don’t know that neither,” says the brother. 


“But why, sister,” says the elder brother, “why do you exclaim so about 
the fortune? You are none of them that want a fortune, whatever else you 
want.” 


“T understand you, brother,” replies the lady very smartly; “you suppose I 
have the money and want the beauty; but as times go now, the first will do, 
so I have the better of my neighbours.” 


“Well,” says the younger brother, “but your neighbours may be even with 
you, for beauty will steal a husband sometimes in spite of money, and when 
the maid chances to be handsomer than the mistress, she oftentimes makes 
as good a market, and rides in a coach before her.” 


I thought it was time for me to withdraw, and I did so, but not so far but 
that I heard all their discourse, in which I heard abundance of fine things 
said of myself, which prompted my vanity, but, as I soon found, was not the 
way to increase my interest in the family, for the sister and the younger 
brother fell grievously out about it; and as he said some very disobliging 
things to her, upon my account, so I could easily see that she resented them 
by her future conduct to me, which indeed was very unjust, for I had never 
had the least thought of what she suspected as to her younger brother; 
indeed, the elder brother, in his distant, remote way, had said a great many 
things as in jest, which I had the folly to believe were in earnest, or to flatter 
myself with the hopes of what I ought to have supposed he never intended. 


It happened one day that he came running upstairs, towards the room 
where his sisters used to sit and work, as he often used to do; and calling to 
them before he came in, as was his way too, I being there alone, stepped to 
the door, and said, “Sir, the ladies are not here; they are walked down the 
garden.” As I stepped forward to say this, he was just got to the door, and 
clasping me in his arms, as if it had been by chance, “Oh, Mrs. Betty,” says 
he, “are you here? That’s better still; I want to speak with you, more than I 
do with them;” and then, having me in his arms, he kissed me three or four 
times. 


I struggled to get away, and yet did it but faintly neither, and he held me 
fast, and still kissed me, till he was out of breath, and, sitting down, says he, 
“Dear Betty, I am in love with you.” 


His words, I must confess, fired my blood; all my spirits flew about my 
heart, and put me into disorder enough. He repeated it afterwards several 
times, that he was in love with me, and my heart spoke as plain as a voice 
that I liked it; nay, whenever he said, “I am in love with you,” my blushes 


plainly replied, “Would you were, sir.” However, nothing else passed at that 
time; it was but a surprise, and I soon recovered myself. He had stayed 
longer with me, but he happened to look out at the window and see his 
sisters coming up the garden, so he took his leave, kissed me again, told me 
he was very serious, and I should hear more of him very quickly, and away 
he went infinitely pleased; and had there not been one misfortune in it, I had 
been in the right, but the mistake lay here, that Mrs. Betty was in earnest, 
and the gentleman was not. 


From this time my head ran upon strange things, and I may truly say I was 
not myself, to have such a gentleman talk to me of being in love with me, 
and of my being such a charming creature, as he told me I was. These were 
things I knew not how to bear; my vanity was elevated to the last degree. It 
is true I had my head full of pride, but, knowing nothing of the wickedness 
of the times, I had not one thought of my virtue about me; and had my 
young master offered it at first sight, he might have taken any liberty he 
thought fit with me; but he did not see his advantage, which was my 
happiness for that time. 


It was not long but he found an opportunity to catch me again, and almost 
in the same posture; indeed, it had more of design in it on his part, though 
not on my part. It was thus: the young ladies were gone a-visiting with their 
mother; his brother was out of town; and as for his father, he had been at 
London for a week before. He had so well watched me that he knew where 
I was, though I did not so much as know that he was in the house, and he 
briskly comes up the stairs, and seeing me at work, comes into the room to 
me directly, and began just as he did before, with taking me in his arms, and 
kissing me for almost a quarter of an hour together. 


It was his younger sister’s chamber that I was in, and as there was nobody 
in the house but the maid below-stairs, he was, it may be, the ruder; in 
short, he began to be in earnest with me indeed. Perhaps he found me a little 
too easy, for I made no resistance to him while he only held me in his arms 
and kissed me; indeed, I was too well pleased with it to resist him much. 


Well, tired with that kind of work, we sat down, and there he talked with 
me a great while; he said he was charmed with me, and that he could not 
rest till he had told me how he was in love with me, and, if I could love him 


again, and would make him happy, I should be the saving of his life, and 
many such fine things. I said little to him again, but easily discovered that I 
was a fool, and that I did not in the least perceive what he meant. 


Then he walked about the room, and taking me by the hand, I walked with 
him; and by-and-by, taking his advantage, he threw me down upon the bed, 
and kissed me there most violently; but, to give him his due, offered no 
manner of rudeness to me, only kissed me a great while. After this he 
thought he had heard somebody come upstairs, so he got off from the bed, 
lifted me up, professing a great deal of love for me; but told me it was all an 
honest affection, and that he meant no ill to me, and with that put five 


guineas” into my hand and went downstairs. 


I was more confounded with the money than I was before with the love, 
and began to be so elevated that I scarce knew the ground I stood on. I am 
the more particular in this, that if it comes to be read by any innocent young 
body, they may learn from it to guard themselves against the mischiefs 
which attend an early knowledge of their own beauty. If a young woman 
once thinks herself handsome, she never doubts the truth of any man that 
tells her he is in love with her; for if she believes herself charming enough 
to captivate him, ’t is natural to expect the effects of it. 


This gentleman had now fired his inclination as much as he had my 
vanity, and, as if he had found that he had an opportunity, and was sorry he 
did not take hold of it, he comes up again in about half-an-hour, and falls to 
work with me again just as he did before, only with a little less introduction. 


At first, when he entered the room, he turned about and shut the door. 
“Mrs. Betty,” said he, “I fancied before somebody was coming upstairs, but 
it was not so; however,” adds he, “if they find me in the room with you, 
they shan’t catch me a-kissing of you.” I told him I did not know who 
should be coming upstairs, for I believed there was nobody in the house but 
the cook and the other maid, and they never came up those stairs. “Well, my 
dear,” says he, “’t is good to be sure, however;” and so he sits down, and we 
began to talk. And now, though I was still on fire with his first visit, and 
said little, he did as it were put words in my mouth, telling me how 
passionately he loved me, and that though he could not till he came to his 
estate, yet he was resolved to make me happy then, and himself too; that is 


to say, to marry me, and abundance of such things, which I, poor fool, did 
not understand the drift of, but acted as if there was no kind of love but that 
which tended to matrimony; and if he had spoken of that, I had no room, as 
well as no power, to have said no; but we were not come to that length yet. 


We had not sat long, but he got up, and, stopping my very breath with 
kisses, threw me upon the bed again; but then he went further with me than 
decency permits me to mention, nor had it been in my power to have denied 
him at that moment had he offered much more than he did. 


However, though he took these freedoms with me, it did not go to that 
which they call the last favour, which, to do him justice, he did not attempt; 
and he made that self-denial of his a plea for all his freedoms with me upon 
other occasions after this. When this was over he stayed but a little while, 
but he put almost a handful of gold in my hand, and left me a thousand 
protestations of his passion for me, and of his loving me above all the 
women in the world. 


It will not be strange if I now began to think; but, alas! it was but with 
very little solid reflection. I had a most unbounded stock of vanity and 
pride, and but a very little stock of virtue. I did indeed cast sometimes with 
myself what my young master aimed at, but thought of nothing but the fine 
words and the gold; whether he intended to marry me or not, seemed a 
matter of no great consequence to me; nor did I so much as think of making 


any capitulation for myself, till he made a kind of formal proposal to me, 
as you Shall hear presently. 


Thus I gave up myself to ruin without the least concern, and am a fair 
memento to all young women whose vanity prevails over their virtue. 
Nothing was ever so stupid on both sides. Had I acted as became me, and 
resisted as virtue and honour required, he had either desisted his attacks, 
finding no room to expect the end of his design, or had made fair and 
honourable proposals of marriage; in which case, whoever blamed him, 
nobody could have blamed me. In short, if he had known me, and how easy 
the trifle he aimed at was to be had, he would have troubled his head no 
further, but have given me four or five guineas, and have lain with me the 
next time he had come at me. On the other hand, if I had known his 
thoughts, and how hard he supposed I would be to be gained, I might have 


made my own terms, and if I had not capitulated for an immediate marriage, 
I might for a maintenance till marriage, and might have had what I would; 
for he was rich to excess, besides what he had in expectation; but I had 
wholly abandoned all such thoughts, and was taken up only with the pride 
of my beauty, and of being beloved by such a gentleman. As for the gold, I 


spent whole hours in looking upon it; I told* the guineas over a thousand 
times a day. Never poor vain creature was so wrapt up with every part of the 
story as I was, not considering what was before me, and how near my ruin 
was at the door; and indeed I think I rather wished for that ruin than studied 
to avoid it. 


In the meantime, however, I was cunning enough not to give the least 
room to any in the family to imagine that I had the least correspondence 
with him. I scarce ever looked towards him in public, or answered if he 
spoke to me; when, but for all that, we had every now and then a little 
encounter, where we had room for a word or two, and now and then a kiss, 
but no fair opportunity for the mischief intended; and especially considering 
that he made more circumlocution than he had occasion for; and the work 
appearing difficult to him, he really made it so. 


But as the devil is an unwearied tempter, so he never fails to find an 
opportunity for the wickedness he invites to. It was one evening that I was 
in the garden, with his two younger sisters and himself, when he found 
means to convey a note into my hand, by which he told me that he would 
tomorrow desire me publicly to go of an errand for him, and that I should 
see him somewhere by the way. 


Accordingly, after dinner, he very gravely says to me, his sisters being all 
by, “Mrs. Betty, I must ask a favour of you.” “What’s that?” says the second 
sister. “Nay, sister,” says he very gravely, “if you can’t spare Mrs. Betty to- 
day, any other time will do.” Yes, they said, they could spare her well 
enough; and the sister begged pardon for asking. “Well, but,” says the eldest 
sister, “you must tell Mrs. Betty what it is; if it be any private business that 
we must not hear, you may call her out. There she is.” “Why, sister,” says 
the gentleman very gravely, “what do you mean? I only desire her to go into 


the High Street” (and then he pulls out a turnover), “to such a shop;” and 
then he tells them a long story of two fine neckcloths he had bid money for, 


and he wanted to have me go and make an errand to buy a neck to that 
turnover that he showed, and if they would not take my money for the 
neckcloths, to bid a shilling more, and haggle with them; and then he made 
more errands, and so continued to have such petty business to do, that I 
should be sure to stay a good while. 


When he had given me my errands, he told them a long story of a visit he 
was going to make to a family they all knew, and where was to be such- 
and-such gentlemen, and very formally asked his sisters to go with him, and 
they as formally excused themselves, because of company that they had 
notice was to come and visit them that afternoon; all which, by the way, he 
had contrived on purpose. 


He had scarce done speaking but his man came up to tell him that Sir W 


——H]——‘s£ coach stopped at the door; so he runs down, and comes up 
again immediately. “Alas!” says he aloud, “there’s all my mirth spoiled at 
once; Sir W. has sent his coach for me, and desires to speak with 
me.” It seems this Sir W. was a gentleman who lived about three miles 
off, to whom he had spoke on purpose to lend him his chariot for a 
particular occasion, and had appointed it to call for him, as it did, about 
three o’clock. 


Immediately he calls for his best wig, hat, and sword, and ordering his 
man to go to the other place to make his excuse—that was to say, he made 
an excuse to send his man away—he prepares to go into the coach. As he 
was going, he stopped awhile, and speaks mighty earnestly to me about his 
business, and finds an opportunity to say very softly, “Come away, my dear, 
as soon as ever you can.” I said nothing, but made a curtsey, as if I had done 
so to what he said in public. In about a quarter of an hour I went out too; I 


had no dress other than before, except that I had a hood, a mask,2¢ a fan, 
and a pair of gloves in my pocket; so that there was not the least suspicion 
in the house. He waited for me in a back-lane which he knew I must pass 
by, and the coachman knew whither to go, which was to a certain place, 


called Mile End,22 where lived a confidant of his, where we went in, and 
where was all the convenience in the world to be as wicked as we pleased. 


When we were together he began to talk very gravely to me, and to tell 
me he did not bring me there to betray me; that his passion for me would 
not suffer him to abuse me; that he resolved to marry me as soon as he came 
to his estate; that in the meantime, if I would grant his request, he would 
maintain me very honourably; and made me a thousand protestations of his 
sincerity and of his affection to me; and that he would never abandon me, 
and, as I may say, made a thousand more preambles than he need to have 
done. 


However, as he pressed me to speak, I told him I had no reason to 
question the sincerity of his love to me after so many protestations, but 
——, and there I stopped, as if I left him to guess the rest. “But what, my 
dear?” says he. “I guess what you mean: what if you should be with child? 
Is not that it? Why, then,” says he, “I’ll take care of you, and provide for 
you, and the child too; and that you may see I am not in jest,” says he, 
“here’s an earnest for you,” and with that he pulls out a silk purse with a 
hundred guineas in it, and gave it me; “and I’Il give you such another,” says 
he, “every year till I marry you.” 


My colour came and went at the sight of the purse, and with the fire of his 
proposal together, so that I could not say a word, and he easily perceived it; 
so putting the purse into my bosom, I made no more resistance to him, but 
let him do just what he pleased, and as often as he pleased; and thus I 
finished my own destruction at once, for from this day, being forsaken of 
my virtue and my modesty, I had nothing of value left to recommend me, 
either to God’s blessing or man’s assistance. 


But things did not end here. I went back to the town, did the business he 
directed me to, and was at home before anybody thought me long. As for 
my gentleman, he stayed out till late at night, and there was not the least 
suspicion in the family either on his account or on mine. 


We had after this frequent opportunities to repeat our crime, and 
especially at home, when his mother and the young ladies went abroad a- 
visiting, which he watched so narrowly as never to miss; knowing always 
beforehand when they went out, and then failed not to catch me all alone, 
and securely enough; so that we took our fill of our wicked pleasures for 


near half-a-year; and yet, which was the most to my satisfaction, I was not 
with child. 


But before this half-year was expired, his younger brother, of whom I 
have made some mention in the beginning of the story, falls to work with 
me; and he finding me alone in the garden one evening, begins a story of 
the same kind to me, made good, honest professions of being in love with 
me, and, in short, proposes fairly and honourably to marry me. 


I was now confounded, and driven to such an extremity as the like was 
never known to me. I resisted the proposal with obstinacy, and began to arm 
myself with arguments. I laid before him the inequality of the match, the 
treatment I should meet with in the family, the ingratitude it would be to his 
good father and mother, who had taken me into their house upon such 
generous principles, and when I was in such a low condition; and, in short, I 
said everything to dissuade him that I could imagine except telling him the 
truth, which would indeed have put an end to it all, but that I durst not think 
of mentioning. 


But here happened a circumstance that I did not expect indeed, which put 


me to my shifts,2¢ for this young gentleman, as he was plain and honest, so 
he pretended to nothing but what was so too; and, knowing his own 
innocence, he was not so careful to make his having a kindness for Mrs. 
Betty a secret in the house as his brother was. And though he did not let 
them know that he had talked to me about it, yet he said enough to let his 
sisters perceive he loved me, and his mother saw it too, which, though they 
took no notice of to me, yet they did to him, and immediately I found their 
carriage to me altered more than ever before. 


I saw the cloud, though I did not foresee the storm. It was easy, I say, to 
see their carriage was altered, and that it grew worse and worse every day, 
till at last I got information that I should in a very little while be desired to 
remove. 


I was not alarmed at the news, having a full satisfaction that I should be 
provided for; and especially considering that I had reason every day to 
expect I should be with child, and that then I should be obliged to remove 
without any pretences for it. 


After some time the younger gentleman took an opportunity to tell me 
that the kindness he had for me had got vent in the family. He did not 
charge me with it, he said, for he knew well enough which way it came out. 
He told me his way of talking had been the occasion of it, for that he did not 
make his respect for me so much a secret as he might have done, and the 
reason was, that he was at a point, that if I would consent to have him, he 
would tell them all openly that he loved me, and that he intended to marry 
me; that it was true his father and mother might resent it, and be unkind, but 


he was now in a way to live, being bred to the law, and he did not fear 
maintaining me; and that, in short, as he believed I would not be ashamed 
of him, so he was resolved not to be ashamed of me, and that he scorned to 
be afraid to own me now, whom he resolved to own after I was his wife, 
and therefore I had nothing to do but to give him my hand, and he would 
answer for all the rest. 


I was now in a dreadful condition indeed, and now I repented heartily my 
easiness with the eldest brother; not from any reflection of conscience, for I 
was a Stranger to those things, but I could not think of being a whore to one 
brother and a wife to the other. It came also into my thoughts that the first 
brother had promised to make me his wife when he came to his estate; but I 
presently remembered, what I had often thought of, that he had never 
spoken a word of having me for a wife after he had conquered me for a 
mistress; and indeed, till now, though I said I thought of it often, yet it gave 
no disturbance at all, for as he did not seem in the least to lessen his 
affection to me, so neither did he lessen his bounty, though he had the 
discretion himself to desire me not to lay out a penny in clothes, or to make 


the least show extraordinary, because it would necessarily give jealousy2¢ 


in the family, since everybody knew I could come at such things no manner 
of ordinary way, but by some private friendship, which they would 
presently have suspected. 


I was now in a great strait, and knew not what to do; the main difficulty 
was this: the younger brother not only laid close siege to me, but suffered it 
to be seen. He would come into his sister’s room, and his mother’s room, 
and sit down, and talk a thousand kind things to me even before their faces; 
so that the whole house talked of it, and his mother reproved him for it, and 


their carriage to me appeared quite altered. In short, his mother had let fall 
some speeches, as if she intended to put me out of the family; that is, in 
English, to turn me out of doors. Now I was sure this could not be a secret 
to his brother, only that he might think, as indeed nobody else yet did, that 
the youngest brother had made any proposal to me about it; but as I could 
easily see that it would go further, so I saw likewise there was an absolute 
necessity to speak of it to him, or that he would speak of it to me, but knew 
not whether I should break it to him or let it alone till he should break it to 
me. 


Upon serious consideration, for indeed now I began to consider things 
very seriously, and never till now, I resolved to tell him of it first; and it was 
not long before I had an opportunity, for the very next day his brother went 
to London upon some business, and the family being out a-visiting, just as it 
happened before, and as indeed was often the case, he came according to 
his custom to spend an hour or two with Mrs. Betty. 


When he had sat down a while he easily perceived there was an alteration 
in my countenance, that I was not so free and pleasant with him as I used to 
be, and particularly, that I had been a-crying; he was not long before he took 
notice of it, and asked me in very kind terms what was the matter, and if 
anything troubled me. I would have put it off if I could, but it was not to be 
concealed; so after suffering many importunities to draw that out of me, 
which I longed as much as possible to disclose, I told him that it was true 
something did trouble me, and something of such a nature that I could 
hardly conceal from him, and yet that I could not tell how to tell him of it 
neither; that it was a thing that not only surprised me, but greatly perplexed 
me, and that I knew not what course to take, unless he would direct me. He 
told me with great tenderness, that let it be what it would, I should not let it 
trouble me, for he would protect me from all the world. 


I then began at a distance, and told him I was afraid the ladies had got 


some secret information of our correspondence;€ for that it was easy to see 
that their conduct was very much changed towards me, and that now it was 
come to pass that they frequently found fault with me, and sometimes fell 
quite out with me, though I never gave them the least occasion; that 
whereas I used always to lie with the elder sister, I was lately put to lie by 


myself, or with one of the maids; and that I had overheard them several 
times talking very unkindly about me; but that which confirmed it all was, 
that one of the servants had told me that she had heard I was to be turned 
out, and that it was not safe for the family that I should be any longer in the 
house. 


He smiled when he heard of this, and I asked him how he could make so 
light of it, when he must needs know that if there was any discovery I was 
undone, and that it would hurt him, though not ruin him, as it would me. I 
upbraided him, that he was like the rest of his sex, that, when they had the 
character of a woman at their mercy, oftentimes made it their jest, and at 
least looked upon it as a trifle, and counted the ruin of those they had had 
their will of as a thing of no value. 


He saw me warm and serious, and he changed his style immediately; he 
told me he was sorry I should have such a thought of him; that he had never 
given me the least occasion for it, but had been as tender of my reputation 
as he could be of his own; that he was sure our correspondence had been 
managed with so much address, that not one creature in the family had so 
much as a suspicion of it; that if he smiled when I told him my thoughts, it 
was at the assurance he lately received, that our understanding one another 
was not so much as guessed at, and that when he had told me how much 
reason he had to be easy, I should smile as he did, for he was very certain it 
would give me a full satisfaction. 


“This is a mystery I cannot understand,” says I, “or how it should be to 
my Satisfaction that I am to be tumed out of doors; for if our 
correspondence is not discovered, I know not what else I have done to 
change the faces of the whole family to me, who formerly used me with so 
much tenderness, as if I had been one of their own children.” 


“Why, look you, child,” says he, “that they are uneasy about you, that is 
true; but that they have the least suspicion of the case as it is, and as it 
respects you and I, is so far from being true, that they suspect my brother 
Robin; and, in short, they are fully persuaded he makes love to you; nay, the 
fool has put it into their heads too himself, for he is continually bantering 
them about it, and making a jest of himself. I confess I think he is wrong to 
do so, because he cannot but see it vexes them, and makes them unkind to 


you; but it is a satisfaction to me, because of the assurance it gives me, that 
they do not suspect me in the least, and I hope this will be to your 
satisfaction too.” 


“So it is,” says I, “one way; but this does not reach my case at all, nor is 
this the chief thing that troubles me, though I have been concerned about 
that too.” “What is it, then?” says he. With which, I fell into tears, and could 
say nothing to him at all. He strove to pacify me all he could, but began at 
last to be very pressing upon me to tell what it was. At last I answered, that 
I thought I ought to tell him too, and that he had some right to know it; 
besides, that I wanted his direction in the case, for I was in such perplexity 
that I knew not what course to take, and then I related the whole affair to 
him. I told him how imprudently his brother had managed himself, in 
making himself so public; for that if he had kept it a secret, I could but have 
denied him positively, without giving any reason for it, and he would in 
time have ceased his solicitations; but that he had the vanity, first, to depend 
upon it that I would not deny him, and then had taken the freedom to tell his 
design to the whole house. 


I told him how far I had resisted him, and how sincere and honourable his 
offers were; “but,” says I, “my case will be doubly hard; for as they carry it 
ill to me now, because he desires to have me, they’ll carry it worse when 
they shall find I have denied him; and they will presently say, there’s 
something else in it, and that I am married already to somebody else, or that 
I would never refuse a match so much above me as this was.” 


This discourse surprised him indeed very much. He told me that it was a 
critical point indeed for me to manage, and he did not see which way I 
should get out of it; but he would consider of it, and let me know next time 
we met, what resolution he was come to about it; and in the meantime 
desired I would not give my consent to his brother, nor yet give him a flat 
denial, but that I would hold him in suspense a while. 


I seemed to start at his saying, I should not give him my consent. I told 
him, he knew very well I had no consent to give; that he had engaged 
himself to marry me, and that I was thereby engaged to him; that he had all 


along told me I was his wife, and I looked upon myself as effectually so as 


if the ceremony had passed; and that it was from his own mouth that I did 
so, he having all along persuaded me to call myself his wife. 


“Well, my dear,” says he, “don’t be concerned at that now; if I am not 
your husband, I’ll be as good as a husband to you; and do not let those 
things trouble you now, but let me look a little further into this affair, and I 
shall be able to say more next time we meet.” 


He pacified me as well as he could with this, but I found he was very 
thoughtful, and that though he was very kind to me, and kissed me a 
thousand times, and more I believe, and gave me money too, yet he offered 
no more all the while we were together, which was above two hours, and 
which I much wondered at, considering how it used to be, and what 
opportunity we had. 


His brother did not come from London for five or six days, and it was two 
days more before he got an opportunity to talk with him; but then getting 
him by himself, he talked very close to him about it, and the same evening 
found means (for we had a long conference together) to repeat all their 
discourse to me, which, as near as I can remember, was to the purpose 
following. He told him he heard strange news of him since he went, viz., 
that he made love to Mrs. Betty. “Well,” says his brother, a little angrily, 
“and what then? What has anybody to do with that?” “Nay,” says his 
brother, “don’t be angry, Robin; I don’t pretend to have anything to do with 
it, but I find they do concern themselves about it, and that they have used 
the poor girl ill about it, which I should take as done to myself.” “Whom do 
you mean by THEY?” says Robin. “I mean my mother and the girls,” says 
the elder brother. 


“But hark ye,” says his brother, “are you in earnest? Do you really love 
the girl?” “Why, then,” says Robin, “I will be free with you; I do love her 
above all the women in the world, and I will have her, let them say and do 
what they will. I believe the girl will not deny me.” 


It stuck me to the heart when he told me this, for though it was most 
rational to think I would not deny him, yet I knew in my own conscience I 
must, and I saw my ruin in my being obliged to do so; but I knew it was my 
business to talk otherwise then, so I interrupted him in his story thus: “Ay!” 
said I, “does he think I cannot deny him? But he shall find I can deny him 


for all that.” “Well, my dear,” says he, “but let me give you the whole story 
as it went on between us, and then say what you will.” 


Then he went on and told me that he replied thus: “But, brother, you 
know she has nothing, and you may have several ladies with good 
fortunes.” “ ’T is no matter for that,” said Robin; “I love the girl, and I will 
never please my pocket in marrying, and not please my fancy.” “And so, 
my dear,” adds he, “there is no opposing him.” 


“Yes, yes,” says I, “I can oppose him; I have learned to say No, now, 
though I had not learnt it before; if the best lord in the land offered me 
marriage now, I could very cheerfully say No to him.” 


“Well, but, my dear,” says he, “what can you say to him? You know, as 
you said before, he will ask you many questions about it, and all the house 
will wonder what the meaning of it should be.” 


“Why,” says I, smiling, “I can stop all their mouths at one clap by telling 
him, and them too, that I am married already to his elder brother.” 


He smiled a little too at the word, but I could see it startled him, and he 
could not hide the disorder it put him into. However, he returned, “Why, 
though that may be true in some sense, yet I suppose you are but in jest 
when you talk of giving such an answer as that; it may not be convenient on 
many accounts.” 


“No, no,” says I pleasantly, “I am not so fond of letting that secret come 
out, without your consent.” 


“But what, then, can you say to them,” says he, “when they find you 
positive against a match which would be apparently so much to your 
advantage?” “Why,” says I, “should I be at a loss? First, I am not obliged to 
give them any reason; on the other hand, I may tell them I am married 
already, and stop there, and that will be a full stop too to him, for he can 
have no reason to ask one question after it.” 


“Ay,” says he; “but the whole house will tease you about that, and if you 
deny them positively, they will be disobliged at you, and suspicious 
besides.” 


“Why,” says I, “what can I do? What would you have me do? I was in 
strait enough before, as I told you, and acquainted you with the 


circumstances, that I might have your advice.” 


“My dear,” says he, “I have been considering very much upon it, you may 
be sure, and though the advice has many mortifications in it to me, and may 
at first seem strange to you, yet, all things considered, I see no better way 
for you than to let him go on, and if you find him hearty and in earnest, 
marry him.” 


I gave him a look full of horror at those words, and turning pale as death, 
was at the very point of sinking down out of the chair I sat in; when, giving 
a start, “My dear,” says he aloud, “what’s the matter with you? Where are 
you a-going?” and a great many such things; and with jogging and calling 
to me, fetched me a little to myself, though it was a good while before I 
fully recovered my senses, and was not able to speak for several minutes. 


When I was fully recovered he began again. “My dear,” says he, “I would 
have you consider seriously of it. You may see plainly how the family stand 
in this case, and they would be stark mad if it was my case, as it is my 
brother’s; and for aught I see, it would be my ruin and yours too.” 


“Ay!” says I, still speaking angrily; “are all your protestations and vows to 
be shaken by the dislike of the family? Did I not always object that to you, 
and you made a light thing of it, as what you were above, and would not 
value; and is it come to this now? Is this your faith and honour, your love, 
and the solidity of your promises?” 


He continued perfectly calm, notwithstanding all my reproaches, and I 
was not sparing of them at all; but he replied at last, “My dear, I have not 
broken one promise with you yet; I did tell you I would marry you when I 
was come to my estate; but you see my father is a hale, healthy man, and 
may live these thirty years still, and not be older than several are round us 
in the town; and you never proposed my marrying you sooner, because you 
know it might be my ruin; and as to the rest, I have not failed you in 
anything.” 

I could not deny a word of this. “But why, then,” says I, “can you 
persuade me to such a horrid step as leaving you, since you have not left 
me? Will you allow no affection, no love on my side, where there has been 
so much on your side? Have I made you no returns? Have I given no 
testimony of my sincerity and of my passion? Are the sacrifices I have 


made of honour and modesty to you no proof of my being tied to you in 
bonds too strong to be broken?” 


“But here, my dear,” says he, “you may come into a safe station, and 
appear with honour, and the remembrance of what we have done may be 
wrapped up in an eternal silence, as if it had never happened; you shall 
always have my sincere affection, only then it shall be honest, and perfectly 
just to my brother; you shall be my dear sister, as now you are my dear 
” and there he stopped. 


“Your dear whore,” says I, “you would have said, and you might as well 
have said it; but I understand you. However, I desire you to remember the 
long discourses you have had with me, and the many hours’ pains you have 
taken to persuade me to believe myself an honest woman; that I was your 
wife intentionally, and that it was as effectual a marriage that had passed 
between us as if we had been publicly wedded by the parson of the parish. 
You know these have been your own words to me.” 


I found this was a little too close upon him, but I made it up in what 
follows. He stood stock-still for a while, and said nothing, and I went on 
thus: “You cannot,” says I, “without the highest injustice, believe that I 
yielded upon all these persuasions without a love not to be questioned, not 
to be shaken again by anything that could happen afterward. If you have 
such dishonourable thoughts of me, I must ask you what foundation have I 
given for such a suggestion? If, then, I have yielded to the importunities of 
my affection, and if I have been persuaded to believe that I am really your 
wife, shall I now give the lie to all those arguments, and call myself your 
whore, or mistress, which is the same thing? And will you transfer me to 
your brother? Can you transfer my affection? Can you bid me cease loving 
you, and bid me love him? Is it in my power, think you, to make such a 
change at demand? No, sir,” said I, “depend upon it ’t is impossible, and 
whatever the change on your side may be, I will ever be true; and I had 
much rather, since it has come that unhappy length, be your whore, than 
your brother’s wife.” 


He appeared pleased and touched with the impression of this last 
discourse, and told me that he stood where he did before; that he had not 
been unfaithful to me in any one promise he had ever made yet, but that 


there were so many terrible things presented themselves to his view in the 
affair before me, that he had thought of the other as a remedy, only that he 
thought this would not be an entire parting us, but we might love as friends 
all our days, and perhaps with more satisfaction than we should in the 
station we were now in; that he durst say, I could not apprehend anything 
from him as to betraying a secret, which could not but be the destruction of 
us both, if it came out; that he had but one question to ask of me that could 
lie in the way of it, and if that question was answered, he could not but 
think still it was the only step I could take. 


I guessed at his question presently, viz., whether I was not with child. As 
to that, I told him he need not be concerned about it, for I was not with 
child. “Why, then, my dear,” says he, “we have no time to talk further now. 
Consider of it; I cannot but be of the opinion still, that it will be the best 
course you can take.” And with this he took his leave, and the more hastily 
too, his mother and sisters ringing at the gate just at the moment he had 
risen up to go. 


He left me in the utmost confusion of thought; and he easily perceived it 
the next day, and all the rest of the week, but he had no opportunity to come 
at me all that week, till the Sunday after, when I, being indisposed, did not 
go to church, and he, making some excuse, stayed at home. 


And now he had me an hour and half again by myself, and we fell into the 
same arguments all over again; at last I asked him warmly, what opinion he 
must have of my modesty, that he could suppose I should so much as 
entertain a thought of lying with two brothers, and assured him it could 
never be. I added, if he was to tell me that he would never see me more, 
than which nothing but death could be more terrible, yet I could never 
entertain a thought so dishonourable to myself, and so base to him; and 
therefore, I entreated him, if he had one grain of respect or affection left for 
me, that he would speak no more of it to me, or that he would pull his 


sword out and kill me.2 He appeared surprised at my obstinacy, as he called 
it; told me I was unkind to myself, and unkind to him in it; that it was a 
crisis unlooked for upon us both, but that he did not see any other way to 
save us both from ruin, and therefore he thought it the more unkind; but that 
if he must say no more of it to me, he added with an unusual coldness, that 


he did not know anything else we had to talk of; and so he rose up to take 
his leave. I rose up too, as if with the same indifference; but when he came 
to give me as it were a parting kiss, I burst out into such a passion of crying, 
that though I would have spoke, I could not, and only pressing his hand, 
seemed to give him the adieu, but cried vehemently. 


He was sensibly moved with this; so he sat down again, and said a great 
many kind things to me, but still urged the necessity of what he had 
proposed; all the while insisting, that if I did refuse, he would 
notwithstanding provide for me; but letting me plainly see that he would 
decline me in the main point—nay, even as a mistress; making it a point of 
honour not to lie with the woman that, for aught he knew, might one time or 
other come to be his brother’s wife. 


The bare loss of him as a gallant was not so much my affliction as the loss 
of his person, whom indeed I loved to distraction; and the loss of all the 
expectations I had, and which I always built my hopes upon, of having him 
one day for my husband. These things oppressed my mind so much, that, in 
short, the agonies of my mind threw me into a high fever, and long it was, 
that none in the family expected my life. 


I was reduced very low indeed, and was often delirious; but nothing lay so 
near me, as the fear that when I was light-headed, I should say something or 
other to his prejudice. I was distressed in my mind also to see him, and so 
he was to see me, for he really loved me most passionately; but it could not 
be; there was not the least room to desire it on one side or other. 


It was near five weeks that I kept my bed; and though the violence of my 
fever abated in three weeks, yet it several times returned; and the physicians 
said two or three times, they could do no more for me, but that they must 
leave nature and the distemper to fight it out. After the end of five weeks I 
grew better, but was so weak, so altered, and recovered so slowly, that the 
physicians apprehended I should go into a consumption; and which vexed 
me most, they gave their opinion that my mind was oppressed, that 
something troubled me, and, in short, that I was in love. Upon this, the 
whole house set upon me to press me to tell whether I was in love or not, 
and with whom; but as I well might, I denied my being in love at all. 


They had on this occasion a squabble one day about me at table, that had 
like to put the whole family in an uproar. They happened to be all at table 
but the father; as for me, I was ill, and in my chamber. At the beginning of 
the talk the old gentlewoman, who had sent me somewhat to eat, bid her 
maid go up and ask me if I would have any more; but the maid brought 
down word I had not eaten half what she had sent me already. “Alas,” says 
the old lady, “that poor girl! I am afraid she will never be well.” “Well!” 
says the elder brother; “how should Mrs. Betty be well? They say she is in 
love.” “I believe nothing of it,” says the old gentlewoman. “I don’t know,” 
says the elder sister, “what to say to it; they have made such a rout about her 
being so handsome, and so charming, and I know not what, and that in her 
hearing too, that has turned the creature’s head, I believe, and who knows 


what possessionsét may follow such doings? For my part, I don’t know 


what to make of it.” 


“Why, sister, you must acknowledge she is very handsome,” says the 
elder brother. “Ay, and a great deal handsomer than you, sister,” says Robin, 
“and that’s your mortification.” “Well, well, that is not the question,” says 
his sister; “the girl is well enough, and she knows it; she need not be told of 
it to make her vain.” 


“We don’t talk of her being vain,” says the elder brother, “but of her being 
in love; maybe she is in love with herself; it seems my sisters think so.” 


“T would she was in love with me,” says Robin; “I’d quickly put her out 
of her pain.” “What d’ye mean by that, son?” says the old lady; “how can 
you talk so?” “Why, madam,” says Robin again, very honestly, “do you 
think I’d let the poor girl die for love, and of me, too, that is so near at hand 
to be had?” “Fie, brother!” says the second sister, “how can you talk so? 


Would you take a creature that has not a groat2& in the world?” “Prithee, 


child,” says Robin, “beauty’s a portion,22 and good humour with it is a 


double portion; I wish thou hadst half her stock of both for thy portion.” So 
there was her mouth stopped. 


“T find,” says the eldest sister, “if Betty is not in love, my brother is. I 
wonder he has not broke his mind to Betty; I warrant she won’t say No.” 
“They that yield when they are asked,” says Robin, “are one step before 


them that were never asked to yield, and two steps before them that yield 
before they are asked; and that’s an answer to you, sister.” 


This fired the sister, and she flew into a passion, and said, things were 
come to that pass that it was time the wench, meaning me, was out of the 
family; and but that she was not fit to be turned out, she hoped her father 
and mother would consider of it, as soon as she could be removed. 


Robin replied, that was for the master and mistress of the family, who 
were not to be taught by one that had so little judgment as his eldest sister. 


It ran up a great deal further; the sister scolded, Robin rallied and 
bantered, but poor Betty lost ground by it extremely in the family. I heard of 
it, and cried heartily, and the old lady came up to me, somebody having told 
her that I was so much concerned about it. I complained to her that it was 
very hard the doctors should pass such a censure upon me, for which they 
had no ground; and that it was still harder, considering the circumstances I 
was under in the family; that I hoped I had done nothing to lessen her 
esteem for me, or given any occasion for the bickering between her sons 
and daughters, and had more need to think of a coffin than of being in love, 
and begged she would not let me suffer in her opinion for anybody’s 
mistakes but my own. 


She was sensible of the justice of what I said, but told me, since there had 
been such a clamour among them, and that her younger son talked after 


such a rattling! way as he did, she desired I would be so faithful to her as 
to answer her but one question sincerely. I told her I would, and with the 
utmost plainness and sincerity. Why, then, the question was, whether there 
was anything between her son Robert and me. I told her with all the 
protestations of sincerity that I was able to make, and as I might well do, 
that there was not, nor ever had been; I told her that Mr. Robert had rattled 
and jested, as she knew it was his way, and that I took it always as I 
supposed he meant it, to be a wild airy way of discourse that had no 
signification in it; and assured her that there was not the least tittle of what 
she understood by it between us; and that those who had suggested it had 
done me a great deal of wrong, and Mr. Robert no service at all. 


The old lady was fully satisfied, and kissed me, spoke cheerfully to me, 
and bid me take care of my health and want for nothing, and so took her 


leave. But when she came down she found the brother and all his sisters 
together by the ears; they were angry, even to passion, at his upbraiding 
them with their being homely, and having never had any sweethearts, never 
having been asked the question, their being so forward as almost to ask 
first, and the like. He rallied them with Mrs. Betty; how pretty, how good- 
humoured, how she sung better than they did, and danced better, and how 
much handsomer she was; and in doing this he omitted no ill-natured thing 
that could vex them. The old lady came down in the height of it, and to stop 
it, told them the discourse she had had with me, and how I answered, that 
there was nothing between Mr. Robert and I. 


“She’s wrong there,” says Robin, “for if there was not a great deal 
between us, we should be closer together than we are. I told her I loved her 
hugely,” says he, “but I could never make the jade believe I was in earnest.” 
“T do not know how you should,” says his mother; “nobody in their senses 
could believe you were in earnest, to talk so to a poor girl, whose 
circumstances you know so well.” 


“But prithee, son,” adds she, “since you tell us you could not make her 
believe you were in earnest, what must we believe about it? For you ramble 
so in your discourse that nobody knows whether you are in earnest or in 
jest; but as I find the girl, by your own confession, has answered truly, I 
wish you would do so too, and tell me seriously, so that I may depend upon 
it, is there anything in it or no? Are you in earnest or no? Are you 
distracted, indeed, or are you not? ’T is a weighty question; I wish you 
would make us easy about it.” 


(Tad 


“By my faith, madam,” says Robin, “ ’t is in vain to mince®) the matter, or 
tell any more lies about it; | am in earnest, as much as a man is that’s going 
to be hanged. If Mrs. Betty would say she loved me, and that she would 
marry me, I’d have her tomorrow morning fasting, and say, ‘To have and to 
hold,’ instead of eating my breakfast.” 


“Well,” says the mother, “then there’s one son lost;” and she said it in a 
very mournful tone, as one greatly concerned at it. “I hope not, madam,” 
says Robin; “no man is lost when a good wife has found him.” “Why, but, 
child,” says the old lady, “she is a beggar.” “Why, then, madam, she has the 
more need of charity,” says Robin; “I’ll take her off the hands of the parish, 


and she and I’ll beg together.” “It’s bad jesting with such things,” says the 
mother. “I don’t jest, madam,” says Robin; “we’ll come and beg your 
pardon, madam, and your blessing, madam, and my father’s.” “This is all 
out of the way, son,” says the mother. “If you are in earnest you are 
undone.” “I am afraid not,” says he, “for I am really afraid she won’t have 
me. After all my sister’s huffing, I believe I shall never be able to persuade 
her to it.” 


“That’s a fine tale, indeed. She is not so far gone neither. Mrs. Betty is no 
fool,” says the youngest sister. “Do you think she has learned to say No, any 


more than other people?” “No, Mrs. Mirth-wit,” ak says Robin, “Mrs. 
Betty’s no fool, but Mrs. Betty may be engaged some other way, and what 
then?” “Nay,” says the eldest sister, “we can say nothing to that. Who must 
it be to, then? She is never out of the doors; it must be between you.” “I 
have nothing to say to that,” says Robin. “I have been examined enough; 
there’s my brother. If it must be between us, go to work with him.” 


This stung the elder brother to the quick, and he concluded that Robin had 
discovered something. However, he kept himself from appearing disturbed. 
“Prithee,” says he, “don’t go to sham your stories off upon me; I tell you I 
deal in no such ware; I have nothing to say to no Mrs. Bettys in the parish;” 
and with that he rose up and brushed off. “No,” says the eldest sister, “I 
dare answer for my brother; he knows the world better.” 


Thus the discourse ended; but it left the eldest brother quite confounded. 


al He concluded his brother had made a full discovery, and he began to 
doubt whether I had been concerned in it or not; but with all his 
management, he could not bring it about to get at me. At last, he was so 
perplexed that he was quite desperate, and resolved he would see me 
whatever came of it. In order to this, he contrived it so, that one day after 
dinner, watching his eldest sister, till he could see her go upstairs, he runs 
after her. “Hark ye, sister,” says he, “where is this sick woman? May not a 
body see her?” “Yes,” says the sister, “I believe you may; but let me go in 
first a little, and I'll tell you.” So she ran up to the door, and gave me notice 
and presently called to him again. “Brother,” says she, “you may come in if 
you please.” So in he came, just in the same kind of rant. “Well,” says he at 
the door, as he came in, “where’s this sick body that’s in love? How do ye 


do, Mrs. Betty?” I would have got up out of my chair, but was so weak I 
could not for a good while; and he saw it, and his sister too; and she said, 
“Come, do not strive to stand up; my brother desires no ceremony, 
especially now you are so weak.” “No, no, Mrs. Betty, pray sit still,” says 
he, and so sits himself down in a chair over against me, and appeared as if 
he was mighty merry. 


He talked a deal of rambling stuff to his sister and to me; sometimes of 


one thing, sometimes another, on purpose to amuse2 her, and every now 
and then would turn it upon the old story. “Poor Mrs. Betty,” says he, “it is a 
sad thing to be in love; why, it has reduced you sadly.” At last I spoke a 
little. “I am glad to see you so merry, sir,” says I; “but I think the doctor 
might have found something better to do than to make his game of his 
patients. If I had been ill of no other distemper, I know the proverb too well 
to have let him come to me.” “What proverb?” says he. “What— 


“Where love is the case, 


The doctor’s an ass.’22 


Is not that it, Mrs. Betty?” I smiled, and said nothing. “Nay,” says he, ”I 
think the effect has proved it to be love; for it seems the doctor has done 


you little service; you mend very slowly, they say. I doubt22 there’s 
somewhat in it, Mrs. Betty; I doubt you are sick of the incurables.” I smiled, 
and said, “No, indeed, sir, that’s none of my distemper.” 


We had a deal of such discourse, and sometimes others that signified as 
little. By-and-by he asked me to sing them a song, at which I smiled, and 
said my singing days were over. At last he asked me if he should play upon 
his flute to me; his sister said, she believed my head could not bear it. I 
bowed, and said, “Pray, madam, do not hinder it; I love the flute very 
much.” Then his sister said, “Well, do, then, brother.” With that he pulled 
out the key of his closet. “Dear sister,” says he, “I am very lazy; do step and 
fetch my flute; it lies in such a drawer,” naming a place where he was sure it 
was not, that she might be a little while a-looking for it. 


As soon as she was gone, he related the whole story to me of the 
discourse his brother had about me, and his concern about it, which was the 
reason of his contriving this visit. I assured him I had never opened my 


mouth either to his brother or to anybody else. I told him the dreadful 


exigence@P I was in; that my love to him, and his offering to have me forget 
that affection, and remove it to another, had thrown me down; and that I had 
a thousand times wished I might die rather than recover, and to have the 
same circumstances to struggle with as I had before. I added that I foresaw 
that as soon as I was well I must quit the family, and that as for marrying 
his brother, I abhorred the thoughts of it after what had been my case with 
him, and that he might depend upon it I would never see his brother again 
upon that subject; that if he would break all his vows, and oaths, and 
engagements with me, be that between his conscience and himself; but he 
should never be able to say that I, whom he had persuaded to call myself his 
wife, and who had given him the liberty to use me as a wife, was not as 
faithful to him as a wife ought to be, whatever he might be to me. 


He was going to reply, and had said that he was sorry I could not be 
persuaded, and was a-going to say more, but he heard his sister a-coming, 
and so did I; and yet I forced out these few words as a reply, that I could 
never be persuaded to love one brother and marry the other. He shook his 
head, and said, “Then I am ruined,” meaning himself; and that moment his 
sister entered the room, and told him she could not find the flute. “Well,” 
says he merrily, “this laziness won’t do;” so he gets up, and goes himself to 
look for it, but comes back without it too; not but that he could have found 
it, but he had no mind to play; and, besides, the errand he sent his sister on 
was answered another way; for he only wanted to speak to me, which he 
had done, though not much to his satisfaction. 


I had, however, a great deal of satisfaction in having spoken my mind to 
him in freedom, and with such an honest plainness, as I have related; and 
though it did not at all work the way I desired, that is to say, to oblige the 
person to me the more, yet it took from him all possibility of quitting me 
but by a downright breach of honour, and giving up all the faith of a 
gentleman, which he had so often engaged by, never to abandon me, but to 
make me his wife as soon as he came to his estate. 


It was not many weeks after this before I was about the house again, and 
began to grow well; but I continued melancholy and retired, which amazed 
the whole family, except he that knew the reason of it; yet it was a great 


while before he took any notice of it, and I, as backward to speak as he, 


carried29 as respectfully to him, but never offered to speak a word that was 
particular of any kind whatsoever; and this continued for sixteen or 
seventeen weeks; so that, as I expected every day to be dismissed the 
family, on account of what distaste they had taken another way, in which I 
had no guilt, I expected to hear no more of this gentleman, after all his 
solemn vows, but to be ruined and abandoned. 


At last I broke! the way myself in the family for my removing; for being 
talking seriously with the old lady one day, about my own circumstances, 
and how my distemper had left a heaviness upon my spirits, the old lady 
said, “I am afraid, Betty, what I have said to you about my son has had 
some influence upon you, and that you are melancholy on his account; pray, 
will you let me know how the matter stands with you both, if it may not be 
improper? For, as for Robin, he does nothing but rally and banter when I 
speak of it to him.” “Why, truly, madam,” said I, “that matter stands as I 
wish it did not, and I shall be very sincere with you in it, whatever befalls 
me. Mr. Robert has several times proposed marriage to me, which is what I 
had no reason to expect, my poor circumstances considered; but I have 
always resisted him, and that perhaps in terms more positive than became 
me, considering the regard that I ought to have for every branch of your 
family; but,” said I, *madam, I could never so far forget my obligations to 
you and all your house, to offer to consent to a thing which I knew must 
needs be disobliging to you, and have positively told him that I would never 
entertain a thought of that kind unless I had your consent, and his father’s 
also, to whom I was bound by so many invincible obligations.” 


“And is this possible, Mrs. Betty?” says the old lady. “Then you have 
been much juster to us than we have been to you; for we have all looked 


upon you as a kind of a snare®® to my son, and I had a proposal to make you 
for your removing, for fear of it; but I had not yet mentioned it you, because 
I was afraid of grieving you too much, lest it should throw you down again; 
for we have a respect for you still, though not so much as to have it be the 
ruin of my son; but if it be as you say, we have all wronged you very 
much.” 


“As to the truth of what I say, madam,” said I, “I refer to your son 
himself; if he will do me any justice, he must tell you the story just as I 
have told it.” 


Away goes the old lady to her daughters and tells them the whole story, 
just as I had told it her; and they were surprised at it, you may be sure, as I 
believed they would be. One said she could never have thought it; another 
said Robin was a fool; a third said she would not believe a word of it, and 
she would warrant that Robin would tell the story another way. But the old 
lady, who was resolved to go to the bottom of it before I could have the 
least opportunity of acquainting her son with what had passed, resolved, 
too, that she would talk with her son immediately, and to that purpose sent 
for him, for he was gone but to a lawyer’s house in the town, and upon her 
sending he returned immediately. 


Upon his coming up to them, for they were all together, “Sit down, 
Robin,” says the old lady; “I must have some talk with you.” “With all my 
heart, madam,” says Robin, looking very merry. “I hope it is about a good 
wife, for I am at a great loss in that affair.” “How can that be?” says his 
mother. “Did not you say you resolved to have Mrs. Betty?” “Ay, madam,” 
says Robin; “but there is one that has forbid the banns.” “Forbid the banns! 
Who can that be?” “Even Mrs. Betty herself,” says Robin. “How so?” says 
his mother. “Have you asked her the question, then?” “Yes, indeed madam,” 


says Robin; “I have attacked her in form2! five times since she was sick, 
and am beaten off; the jade is so stout she won’t capitulate nor yield upon 
any terms, except such as I can’t effectually grant.” “Explain yourself,” says 
the mother, “for I am surprised; I do not understand you. I hope you are not 
in earnest.” 


“Why, madam,” says he, “the case is plain enough upon me, it explains 
itself; she won’t have me, she says; is not that plain enough? I think’t is 
plain, and pretty rough too.” “Well, but,” says the mother, “you talk of 
conditions that you cannot grant; what does she want—a settlement? Her 


jointure2¢ ought to be according to her portion; what does she bring?” 
“Nay, as to fortune,” says Robin, “she is rich enough; I am satisfied in that 
point; but ’t is I that am not able to come up to her terms, and she is positive 
she will not have me without.” 
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Here the sisters put in. “Madam,” says the second sister, “ ’t is impossible 
to be serious with him; he will never give a direct answer to anything; you 
had better let him alone, and talk no more of it; you know how to dispose of 
her out of his way.” Robin was a little warmed with his sister’s rudeness, 
but he was even with her presently. “There are two sorts of people, 
madam,” says he, turning to his mother, “that there is no contending with; 
that is, a wise body and a fool; ’t is a little hard I should engage with both of 
them together.” 


The younger sister then put in. “We must be fools indeed,” says she, “in 
my brother’s opinion, that he should make us believe he has seriously asked 
Mrs. Betty to marry him, and she has refused him.” “Answer, and answer 


not, says Solomon,” 22 replied her brother. “When your brother had said 


that he had asked her no less than five times, and that she positively denied 
him, methinks a younger sister need not question the truth of it, when her 
mother did not.” “My mother, you see, did not understand it,” says the 
second sister. “There’s some difference,” says Robin, “between desiring me 
to explain it, and telling me she did not believe it.” 


“Well, but, son,” says the old lady, “if you are disposed to let us into the 
mystery of it, what were those hard conditions?” “Yes, madam,” says 
Robin, “I had done it before now, if the teasers here had not worried me by 
way of interruption. The conditions are, that I bring my father and you to 
consent to it, and without that she protests she will never see me more upon 
that head; and the conditions, as I said, I suppose I shall never be able to 
grant. I hope my warm sisters will be answered now, and blush a little.” 


This answer was surprising to them all, though less to the mother, because 
of what I had said to her. As to the daughters, they stood mute a great while; 
but the mother said, with some passion, “Well, I heard this before, but I 
could not believe it; but if it is so, then we have all done Betty wrong, and 
she has behaved better than I expected.” “Nay,” says the eldest sister, “if it 
is so, she has acted handsomely indeed.” “I confess,” says the mother, “it 
was none of her fault, if he was enough fool to take a fancy to her; but to 
give such an answer to him, shows more respect to us than I can tell how to 
express; I shall value the girl the better for it, as long as I know her.” “But I 
shall not,” says Robin, “unless you will give your consent.” “I'll consider of 


that awhile,” says the mother; “I assure you, if there were not some other 
objections, this conduct of hers would go a great way to bring me to 
consent.” “I wish it would go quite through with it,” says Robin; “if you 
had as much thought about making me easy as you have about making me 
rich, you would soon consent to it.” 


“Why, Robin,” says the mother again, “are you really in earnest? Would 
you fain have her?” “Really, madam,” says Robin, “I think ’t is hard you 
should question me again upon that head. I won’t say that I will have her. 
How can I resolve that point, when you see I cannot have her without your 
consent? But this I will say, I am earnest, that I will never have anybody 
else, if I can help it. Betty or nobody is the word, and the question which of 
the two shall be in your breast to decide, madam, provided only, that my 
good-humoured sisters here may have no vote in it.” 


All this was dreadful to me, for the mother began to yield, and Robin 
pressed her home in it. On the other hand, she advised with the eldest son, 
and he used all the arguments in the world to persuade her to consent; 
alleging his brother’s passionate love for me, and my generous regard to the 
family, in refusing my own advantages upon such a nice point of honour, 
and a thousand such things. And as to the father, he was a man in a hurry of 
public affairs and getting money, seldom at home, thoughtful of the main 
chance, but left all those things to his wife. 


You may easily believe, that when the plot was thus, as they thought, 
broke out, it was not so difficult or so dangerous for the elder brother, 
whom nobody suspected of anything, to have a freer access than before; 
nay, the mother, which was just as he wished, proposed it to him to talk 
with Mrs. Betty. “It may be, son,” said she, “you may see farther into the 
thing than I, and see if she has been so positive as Robin says she has been, 
or no.” This was as well as he could wish, and he, as it were, yielding to 
talk with me at his mother’s request, she brought me to him into her own 
chamber, told me her son had some business with me at her request, and 
then she left us together, and he shut the door after her. 


He came back to me and took me in his arms, and kissed me very 
tenderly; but told me it was now come to that crisis, that I should make 
myself happy or miserable as long as I lived; that if I could not comply to 


his desire, we should both be ruined. Then he told me the whole story 
between Robin, as he called him, and his mother, and his sisters, and 
himself, as above. “And now, dear child,” says he, “consider what it will be 
to marry a gentleman of a good family, in good circumstances, and with the 
consent of the whole house, and to enjoy all that the world can give you; 
and what, on the other hand, to be sunk into the dark circumstances of a 
woman that has lost her reputation; and that though I shall be a private 
friend to you while I live, yet as I shall be suspected always, so you will be 
afraid to see me, and I shall be afraid to own you.” 


He gave me no time to reply, but went on with me thus: “What has 
happened between us, child, so long as we both agree to do so, may be 
buried and forgotten. I shall always be your sincere friend, without any 
inclination to nearer intimacy when you become my sister; and we shall 
have all the honest part of conversation without any reproaches between us 
of having done amiss. I beg of you to consider it, and do not stand in the 
way of your own Safety and prosperity; and to satisfy you that I am 
sincere,” added he, “I here offer you five hundred pounds to make you 
some amends for the freedoms I have taken with you, which we shall look 
upon as some of the follies of our lives, which ’t is hoped we may repent 
of.” 


He spoke this in so much more moving terms than it is possible for me to 
express, that you may suppose as he held me above an hour and a half in 
this discourse; so he answered all my objections, and fortified his discourse 
with all the arguments that human wit and art could devise. 


I cannot say, however, that anything he said made impression enough 
upon me so as to give me any thought of the matter, till he told me at last 
very plainly, that if I refused, he was sorry to add that he could never go on 
with me in that station as we stood before; that though he loved me as well 
as ever, and that I was as agreeable to him, yet the sense of virtue had not so 
forsaken him as to suffer him to lie with a woman that his brother courted to 
make his wife; that if he took his leave of me, with a denial from me in this 
affair, whatever he might do for me in the point of support, grounded on his 
first engagement of maintaining me, yet he would not have me be surprised 
that he was obliged to tell me he could not allow himself to see me any 
more; and that, indeed, I could not expect it of him. 


I received this last part with some tokens of surprise and disorder, and had 
much ado to avoid sinking down, for indeed I loved him to an extravagance 
not easy to imagine; but he perceived my disorder, and entreated me to 
consider seriously of it; assured me that it was the only way to preserve our 
mutual affection; that in this station we might love as friends, with the 
utmost passion, and with a love of relation untainted, free from our own just 
reproaches, and free from other people’s suspicions; that he should ever 
acknowledge his happiness owing to me; that he would be debtor to me as 
long as he lived, and would be paying that debt as long as he had breath. 


Thus he wrought me up, in short, to a kind of hesitation?’ in the matter; 
having the dangers on one side represented in lively figures, and, indeed, 
heightened by my imagination of being turned out to the wide world a mere 
cast-off whore, for it was no less, and perhaps exposed as such, with little to 
provide for myself, with no friend, no acquaintance in the whole world, out 
of that town, and there I could not pretend to stay. All this terrified me to 
the last degree, and he took care upon all occasions to lay it home to me in 
the worst colours. On the other hand, he failed not to set forth the easy, 
prosperous life which I was going to live. 


He answered all that I could object from affection, and from former 
engagements, with telling me the necessity that was before us of taking 
other measures now; and as to his promises of marriage, the nature of 
things, he said, had put an end to that, by the probability of my being his 
brother’s wife, before the time to which his promises all referred. 


Thus, in a word, I may say, he reasoned me out of my reason; he 
conquered all my arguments, and I began to see a danger that I was in, 
which I had not considered of before, and that was, of being dropped by 
both of them, and left alone in the world to shift for myself. 


This, and his persuasion, at length prevailed with me to consent, though 
with so much reluctance, that it was easy to see I should go to church like a 


bear to the stake.2” I had some little apprehensions about me, too, lest my 
new spouse, who, by the way, I had not the least affection for, should be 
skilful enough to challenge me on another account, upon our first coming to 
bed together; but whether he did it with a design or not, I know not, but his 
elder brother took care to make him very much fuddled before he went to 


bed, so that I had the satisfaction of a drunken bedfellow the first night. 
How he did it I know not, but I concluded that he certainly contrived it, that 
his brother might be able to make no judgment of the difference between a 


maid?* and a married woman; nor did he ever entertain any notions of it, or 


disturb his thoughts about it. 


I should go back a little here, to where I left off. The elder brother having 
thus managed me, his next business was to manage his mother, and he 
never left till he had brought her to acquiesce and be passive, even without 
acquainting the father, other than by post letters; so that she consented to 
our marrying privately, leaving her to manage the father afterwards. 


Then he cajoled with his brother, and persuaded him what service he had 
done him, and how he had brought his mother to consent, which, though 
true, was not indeed done to serve him, but to serve himself; but thus 
diligently did he cheat him, and had the thanks of a faithful friend for 
shifting off his whore into his brother’s arms for a wife. So naturally do 
men give up honour and justice, and even Christianity, to secure 
themselves. 


I must now come back to brother Robin, as we always called him, who 


having got his mother’s consent, as above, came big2”: with the news to me, 
and told me the whole story of it, with a sincerity so visible, that I must 
confess it grieved me that I must be the instrument to abuse so honest a 
gentleman. But there was no remedy; he would have me, and I was not 
obliged to tell him that I was his brother’s whore, though I had no other way 
to put him off; so I came gradually into it, and behold we were married. 


Modesty forbids me to reveal the secrets of the marriage-bed, but nothing 
could have happened more suitable to my circumstances than that, as above, 


my husband was so fuddled24 when he came to bed, that he could not 


remember in the morning whether he had had any conversation22 with me 


or no, and I was obliged to tell him he had, though, in reality, he had not, 
that I might be sure he could make no inquiry about anything else. 


It concerns the story in hand very little to enter into the further particulars 
of the family, or of myself, for the five years that I lived with this husband, 
only to observe that I had two children by him, and that at the end of the 


five years he died. He had been really a very good husband to me, and we 
lived very agreeably together; but as he had not received much from them, 
and had in the little time he lived acquired no great matters, so my 


circumstances were not great, nor was I much mended2b by the match. 
Indeed, I had preserved the elder brother’s bonds to me to pay me £500, 
which he offered me for my consent to marry his brother; and this, with 
what I had saved of the money he formerly gave me, and about as much 
more by my husband, left me a widow with about £1200 in my pocket. 


My two children were, indeed, taken happily2¢ off of my hands by my 


husband’s father and mother, and that was all they got by Mrs. Betty. 


I confess I was not suitably affected with the loss of my husband; nor can 
I say that I ever loved him as I ought to have done, or was suitable to the 
good usage I had from him, for he was a tender, kind, good-humoured man 
as any woman could desire; but his brother being so always in my sight, at 
least while we were in the country, was a continual snare to me; and I never 
was in bed with my husband, but I wished myself in the arms of his brother. 
And though his brother never offered me the least kindness that way after 
our marriage, but carried it just as a brother ought to do, yet it was 
impossible for me to do so to him; in short, I committed adultery and incest 
with him every day in my desires, which, without doubt, was as effectually 
criminal. 


Before my husband died his elder brother was married, and we being then 
removed to London, were written to by the old lady to come and be at the 
wedding. My husband went, but I pretended indisposition, so I stayed 
behind; for, in short, I could not bear the sight of his being given to another 
woman, though I knew I was never to have him myself. 


I was now, as above, left loose to the world, and being still young and 
handsome, as everybody said of me, and I assure you I thought myself so, 
and with a tolerable fortune in my pocket, I put no small value upon myself. 
I was courted by several very considerable tradesmen, and particularly very 
warmly by one, a linen-draper, at whose house, after my husband’s death, I 
took a lodging, his sister being my acquaintance. Here I had all the liberty 
and opportunity to be gay and appear in company that I could desire, my 
landlord’s sister being one of the maddest, gayest things alive, and not so 


much mistress of her virtue as I thought at first she had been. She brought 
me into a world of wild company, and even brought home several persons, 
such as she liked well enough to gratify, to see her pretty widow. Now, as 


fame and fools make an assembly, I was here wonderfully caressed,2¢ had 
abundance of admirers, and such as called themselves lovers; but I found 
not one fair proposal among them all. As for their common design, that I 
understood too well to be drawn into any more snares of that kind. The case 
was altered with me; I had money in my pocket, and had nothing to say to 
them. I had been tricked once by that cheat called love, but the game was 
over; I was resolved now to be married or nothing, and to be well married 
or not at all. 


I loved the company, indeed, of men of mirth and wit, and was often 
entertained with such, as I was also with others; but I found by just 
observation, that the brightest men came upon the dullest errand; that is to 
say, the dullest as to what I aimed at. On the other hand, those who came 
with the best proposals were the dullest and most disagreeable part of the 
world. I was not averse to a tradesman; but then I would have a tradesman, 
forsooth, that was something of a gentleman too; that when my husband had 
a mind to carry me to the court, or to the play, he might become a sword,2e 
and look as like a gentleman as another man; and not like one that had the 
mark of his apron-strings upon his coat, or the mark of his hat upon his 
periwig; that should look as if he was set on to his sword, when his sword 
was put on to him, and that carried his trade in his countenance. 


Well, at last I found this amphibious creature, this land-water thing, called 
a gentleman-tradesman; and as a just plague upon my folly, I was catched in 
the very snare which, as I might say, I laid for myself. 


This was a draper too, for though my comrade would have bargained for 
me with her brother, yet when they came to the point, it was, it seems, for a 
mistress, and I kept true to this notion, that a woman should never be kept 
for a mistress that had money to make herself a wife. 


Thus my pride, not my principle, my money, not my virtue, kept me 
honest; though, as it proved, I found I had much better have been sold by 
my she-comrade to her brother than have sold myself as I did to a 
tradesman, that was a rake, gentleman, shopkeeper, and beggar, all together. 


But I was hurried on (by my fancy to a gentleman) to ruin myself in the 
grossest manner that ever woman did; for my new husband coming to a 
lump of money at once, fell into such a profusion of expense, that all I had, 
and all he had, would not have held it out above one year. 


He was very fond of me for about a quarter of a year, and what I got by 
that was, that I had the pleasure of seeing a great deal of my money spent 
upon myself. “Come, my dear,” says he to me one day, “shall we go and 
take a turn into the country for a week?” “Ay, my dear,” says I; “whither 
would you go?” “I care not whither,” says he, “but I have a mind to look 
like quality for a week; we’ll go to Oxford,” says he. “How,” says I, “shall 
we go? I am no horsewoman, and ’t is too far for a coach.” “Too far!” says 
he; “no place is too far for a coach-and-six. If I carry you out, you shall 
travel like a duchess.” “Hum,” says I, “my dear, ’t is a frolic; but if you 
have a mind to it, I don’t care.” Well, the time was appointed; we had a rich 


coach, very good horses, a coachman, postillion,2£ and two footmen in very 


good liveries; a gentleman on horseback, and a page with a feather in his 
hat upon another horse. The servants all called him my lord, and I was her 
honour the Countess, and thus we travelled to Oxford, and a pleasant 
journey we had; for, give him his due, not a beggar alive knew better how to 


be a lord than my husband. We saw all the rarities at Oxford;4t talked with 
two or three fellows of colleges about putting a nephew, that was left to his 
lordship’s care, to the university, and of their being his tutors. We diverted 
ourselves with bantering several other poor scholars, with the hopes of 


being at least his lordship’s chaplain, and putting on a scarf;28 and thus 
having lived like quality indeed, as to expense, we went away for 


Northampton,22 and, in a word, in about twelve days’ ramble came home 


again, to the tune of about £93 expense. 


Vanity is the perfection of a fop.bi My husband had this excellence, that 
he valued nothing of expense. As his history, you may be sure, has very 
little weight in it, ’t is enough to tell you that in about two years and a 


quarter he broke, got into a sponging-house,22 being arrested in an action 


too heavy¥i for him to give bail to, so he sent for me to come to him. 


It was no surprise to me, for I had foreseen some time before that all was 
going to wreck, and had been taking care to reserve something, if I could, 
for myself; but when he sent for me, he behaved much better than I 
expected. He told me plainly he had played the fool, and suffered himself to 
be surprised, which he might have prevented; that now he foresaw he could 
not stand it, and therefore he would have me go home, and in the night take 
away everything I had in the house of any value, and secure it; and after 
that, he told me that if I could get away £100 or £200 in goods out of the 
shop, I should do it; “only,” says he, “let me know nothing of it, neither 
what you take or whither you carry it; for as for me,” says he, “I am 
resolved to get out of this house and be gone; and if you never hear of me 
more, my dear,” says he, “I wish you well; I am only sorry for the injury I 
have done you.” He said some very handsome things to me indeed at 
parting; for I told you he was a gentleman, and that was all the benefit I had 
of his being so; that he used me very handsomely, even to the last, only 
spent all I had, and left me to rob the creditors for something to subsist on. 


However, I did as he bade me, that you may be sure; and having thus 
taken my leave of him, I never saw him more, for he found means to break 
out of the bailiff’s house that night, or the next; how, I knew not, for I could 
come at no knowledge of anything, more than this, that he came home 
about three o’clock in the morning, caused the rest of his goods to be 


removed into the Mint,22 and the shop to be shut up; and having raised 
what money he could, he got over to France, from whence I had one or two 
letters from him, and no more. 


I did not see him when he came home, for he having given me such 
instructions as above, and I having made the best of my time, I had no more 
business back again at the house, not knowing but I might have been 


stopped there by the creditors; for a commission of bankrupt2& being soon 
after issued, they might have stopped me by orders from the commissioners. 
But my husband, having desperately got out from the bailiff’s by letting 
himself down from almost the top of the house to the top of another 
building, and leaping from thence, which was almost two stories, and which 
was enough indeed to have broken his neck, he came home and got away 
his goods before the creditors could come to seize; that is to say, before they 


could get out the commission, and be ready to send their officers to take 
possession. 


My husband was so civil to me, for still I say he was much of a 
gentleman, that in the first letter he wrote me, he let me know where he had 
pawned twenty pieces of fine holland for £30, which were worth above £90, 
and enclosed me the token for the taking them up, paying the money, which 
I did, and made in time above £100 of them, having leisure to cut them, and 
sell them to private families, as opportunity offered. 


However, with all this, and all that I had secured before, I found, upon 
casting things up, my case was very much altered, and my fortune much 
lessened; for, including the hollands and a parcel of fine muslins, which I 
carried off before, and some plate and other things, I found I could hardly 
muster up £500; and my condition was very odd, for though I had no child 
(I had had one by my gentleman draper, but it was buried), yet I was a 
widow bewitched, I had a husband and no husband, and I could not pretend 
to marry again, though I knew well enough my husband would never see 
England any more, if he lived fifty years. Thus, I say, I was limited from 
marriage, what offer soever might be made me; and I had not one friend to 
advise with in the condition I was in, at least not one whom I could trust the 
secret of my circumstances to; for if the commissioners were to have been 
informed where I was, I should have been fetched up, and all I had saved be 
taken away. 


Upon these apprehensions, the first thing I did was to go quite out of my 


knowledge, 2! and go by another name. This I did effectually, for I went into 


the Mint too, took lodgings in a very private place, dressed me up in the 
habit of a widow, and called myself Mrs. Flanders. 


Here, however, I concealed myself, and though my new acquaintance 
knew nothing of me, yet I soon got a great deal of company about me; and 
whether it be that women are scarce among the people that generally are to 
be found there, or that some consolations in the miseries of that place are 
more requisite than on other occasions, I soon found that an agreeable 
woman was exceedingly valuable among the sons of affliction there; and 
that those that could not pay half-a-crown in the pound to their creditors, 


and run in debt at the sign of the Bull for their dinners, would yet find 
money for a supper, if they liked the woman. 


However, I kept myself safe yet, though I began, like my Lord 


Rochester’s mistress,24 that loved his company, but would not admit him 
further, to have the scandal of a whore without the joy; and upon this score, 
tired with the place, and with the company too, I began to think of 
removing. 


It was indeed a subject of strange reflection to me, to see men in the most 
perplexed circumstances, who were reduced some degrees below being 
ruined, whose families were objects of their own terror and other people’s 
charity, yet while a penny lasted, nay, even beyond it, endeavouring to 
drown their sorrow in their wickedness; heaping up more guilt upon 
themselves, labouring to forget former things, which now it was the proper 
time to remember, making more work for repentance, and sinning on, as a 
remedy for sin past. 


But it is none of my talent to preach; these men were too wicked even for 
me. There was something horrid and absurd in their way of sinning, for it 
was all a force even upon themselves; they did not only act against 
conscience, but against nature, and nothing was more easy than to see how 
sighs would interrupt their songs, and paleness and anguish sit upon their 
brows, in spite of the forced smiles they put on; nay, sometimes it would 
break out at their very mouths, when they had parted with their money for a 
lewd treat or a wicked embrace. I have heard them, turning about, fetch a 
deep sigh, and cry, “What a dog am I! Well, Betty, my dear, I’ll drink thy 
health, though;” meaning the honest wife, that perhaps had not a half-crown 
for herself and three or four children. The next morning they were at their 


penitentials2™ again, and perhaps the poor weeping wife comes over to 


him, either brings him some account of what his creditors are doing, and 
how she and the children are turned out of doors, or some other dreadful 
news; and this adds to his self-reproaches; but when he has thought and 
pored on it till he is almost mad, having no principles to support him, 
nothing within him or above him to comfort him, but finding it all darkness 
on every side, he flies to the same relief again, viz., to drink it away, 
debauch it away, and falling into company of men in just the same 


condition with himself, he repeats the crime, and thus he goes every day 
one step onward of his way to destruction. 


I was not wicked enough for such fellows as these. Yet, on the contrary, I 
began to consider here very seriously what I had to do; how things stood 
with me, and what course I ought to take. I knew I had no friends, no, not 
one friend or relation in the world; and that little I had left apparently 
wasted, which when it was gone, I saw nothing but misery and starving was 
before me. Upon these considerations, I say, and filled with horror at the 
place I was in, I resolved to be gone. 


I had made an acquaintance with a sober, good sort of a woman, who was 
a widow too, like me, but in better circumstances. Her husband had been a 
captain of a ship, and having had the misfortune to be cast away coming 
home from the West Indies, was so reduced by the loss, that though he had 
saved his life then, it broke his heart, and killed him afterwards; and his 
widow being pursued by the creditors, was forced to take shelter in the 
Mint. She soon made things up with the help of friends, and was at liberty 
again; and finding that I rather was there to be concealed, than by any 
particular prosecutions, and finding also that I agreed with her, or rather she 
with me, in a just abhorrence of the place and of the company, she invited 
me to go home with her, till I could put myself in some posture of settling 
in the world to my mind; withal telling me, that it was ten to one but some 
good captain of a ship might take a fancy to me, and court me, in that part 
of the town where she lived. 


I accepted of her offer, and was with her half a year, and should have been 
longer, but in that interval what she proposed to me happened to herself, 
and she married very much to her advantage. But whose fortune soever was 
upon the increase, mine seemed to be upon the wane, and I found nothing 


present, except two or three boatswains,22 or such fellows, but as for the 


commanders, they were generally of two sorts. 1. Such as, having good 
business, that is to say, a good ship, resolved not to marry, but with 
advantage. 2. Such as, being out of employ, wanted a wife to help them to a 
ship; I mean (1) a wife who, having some money, could enable them to hold 
a good part of a ship themselves, so to encourage owners to come in; or (2) 
a wife who, if she had not money, had friends who were concerned in 


shipping, and so could help to put the young man into a good ship; and 


neither of these was my case, so I looked like one that was to lie on hand. 


This knowledge I soon learned by experience, viz., that the state of things 
was altered as to matrimony, that marriages were here the consequences of 


politicLR schemes, for forming interests, carrying on business, and that love 
had no share, or but very little, in the matter. 


That as my sister-in-law at Colchester had said, beauty, wit, manners, 
sense, good humour, good behaviour, education, virtue, piety, or any other 
qualification, whether of body or mind, had no power to recommend; that 
money only made a woman agreeable; that men chose mistresses indeed by 
the gust of their affection, and it was requisite for a whore to be handsome, 
well-shaped, have a good mien, and a graceful behaviour; but that for a 
wife, no deformity would shock the fancy, no ill qualities the judgment; the 
money was the thing; the portion was neither crooked, or monstrous, but the 
money was always agreeable, whatever the wife was. 


On the other hand, as the market ran all on the men’s side, I found the 
women had lost the privilege of saying no; that it was a favour now for a 
woman to have the question asked, and if any young lady had so much 
arrogance as to counterfeit a negative, she never had the opportunity of 
denying twice, much less of recovering that false step, and accepting what 
she had seemed to decline. The men had such choice everywhere, that the 
case of the women was very unhappy; for they seemed to ply at every door, 
and if the man was by great chance refused at one house, he was sure to be 
received at the next. 


Besides this, I observed that the men made no scruple to set themselves 
out and to go a-fortune-hunting, as they call it, when they had really no 
fortune themselves to demand it, or merit to deserve it; and they carried it 


SO high,2d that a woman was scarce allowed to inquire after the character or 
estate of the person that pretended to her. This I had an example of in a 
young lady at the next house to me, and with whom I had contracted an 
intimacy; she was courted by a young captain, and though she had near 
£2000 to her fortune, she did but inquire of some of his neighbours about 
his character, his morals, or substance, and he took occasion at the next visit 


to let her know, truly, that he took it very ill, and that he should not give her 
the trouble of his visits any more. I heard of it, and I had begun my 
acquaintance with her. I went to see her upon it; she entered into a close 
conversation with me about it, and unbosomed herself very freely. I 
perceived presently that though she thought herself very ill used, yet she 
had no power to resent it; that she was exceedingly piqued she had lost him, 
and particularly that another of less fortune had gained him. 


I fortified her mind against such a meanness, as I called it; I told her, that 
as low as I was in the world, I would have despised a man that should think 
I ought to take him upon his own recommendation only; also I told her, that 
as she had a good fortune, she had no need to stoop to the disaster of the 
times; that it was enough that the men could insult us that had but little 
money, but if she suffered such an affront to pass upon her without 
resenting it, she would be rendered low prized upon all occasions; that a 
woman Can never want an opportunity to be revenged of a man that has 
used her ill, and that there were ways enough to humble such a fellow as 
that, or else certainly women were the most unhappy creatures in the world. 


She was very well pleased with the discourse, and told me seriously that 


she would be very glad to make him sensibleZ= of her resentment, and 


either to bring him on again or have the satisfaction of her revenge being as 
public as possible. 


I told her, that if she would take my advice, I would tell her how she 
should obtain her wishes in both those things; and that I would engage I 
would bring the man to her door again, and make him beg to be let in. She 
smiled at that, and soon let me see, that if he came to her door, her 
resentment was not so great to let him stand long there. 


However, she listened very willingly to my offer of advice; so I told her 
that the first thing she ought to do was a piece of justice to herself, namely, 
that whereas he had reported among the ladies that he had left her, and 
pretended to give the advantage of the negative to himself, she should take 
care to have it well spread among the women, which she could not fail of an 
opportunity to do, that she had inquired into his circumstances, and found 
he was not the man he pretended to be. “Let them be told, too, madam,” 
said I, “that he was not the man you expected, and that you thought it was 


not safe to meddle with him; that you heard he was of an ill temper, and that 
he boasted how he had used the women ill upon many occasions, and that 
particularly he was debauched in his morals,” &c. The last of which, 
indeed, had some truth in it; but I did not find that she seemed to like him 
much the worse for that part. 


She came most readily into all this, and immediately she went to work to 


find instruments. 2S She had very little difficulty in the search, for telling her 
story in general to a couple of her gossips, it was the chat of the tea-table all 
over that part of the town, and I met with it wherever I visited; also, as it 
was known that I was acquainted with the young lady herself, my opinion 
was asked very often, and I confirmed it with all the necessary 
aggravations, and set out his character in the blackest colours; and as a 
piece of secret intelligence, I added what the gossips knew nothing of, viz., 
that I had heard he was in very bad circumstances; that he was under a 
necessity of a fortune to support his interest with the owners of the ship he 
commanded; that his own part was not paid for, and if it was not paid 
quickly, his owners would put him out of the ship, and his chief mate was 
likely to command it, who offered to buy that part which the captain had 
promised to take. 


I added, for I was heartily piqued at the rogue, as I called him, that I had 
heard a rumour too, that he had a wife alive at Plymouth, and another in the 
West Indies, a thing which they all knew was not very uncommon for such 
kind of gentlemen. 


This worked as we both desired it, for presently the young lady at the next 
door, who had a father and mother that governed both her and her fortune, 
was shut up, and her father forbid him the house. Also in one place more 
the woman had the courage, however strange it was, to say no; and he could 


try nowhere but he was reproached with his pride, and that he pretended2t 
not to give the women leave to inquire into his character, and the like. 


By this time he began to be sensible of his mistake; and seeing all the 


women on that side of the water alarmed, he went over to Ratcliff, 2U and 
got access to some of the ladies there; but though the young women there 
too were, according to the fate of the day, pretty willing to be asked, yet 


such was his ill-luck, that his character followed him over the water; so that 
though he might have had wives enough, yet it did not happen among the 


women that had good fortunes, which was what he wanted, 2Y 


But this was not all; she very ingeniously managed another thing herself, 
for she got a young gentleman, who was a relation, to come and visit her 
two or three times a week in a very fine chariot and good liveries, and her 
two agents, and I also, presently spread a report all over that this gentleman 
came to court her; that he was a gentleman of a thousand pounds a year, and 
that he was fallen in love with her, and that she was going to her aunt’s in 
the city, because it was inconvenient for the gentleman to come to her with 


his coach to Rotherhithe LW the streets being so narrow and difficult. 


This took immediately. The captain was laughed at in all companies, and 
was ready to hang himself; he tried all the ways possible to come at her 
again, and wrote the most passionate letters to her in the world; and in 
short, by great application, obtained leave to wait on her again, as he said, 
only to clear his reputation. 


At this meeting she had her full revenge of him; for she told him, she 
wondered what he took her to be, that she should admit any man to a treaty 
of so much consequence as that of marriage without inquiring into his 


circumstances; that if he thought she was to be huffed2X into wedlock, and 
that she was in the same circumstances which her neighbours might be in, 
viz., to take up with the first good Christian that came, he was mistaken; 
that, in a word, his character was really bad, or he was very ill beholden to 
his neighbours; and that unless he could clear up some points, in which she 
had justly been prejudiced, she had no more to say to him, but give him the 
satisfaction of knowing that she was not afraid to say no, either to him, or 
any man else. 


With that she told him what she had heard, or rather raised herself by my 
means, of his character; his not having paid for the part he pretended to own 
of the ship he commanded; of the resolution of his owners to put him out of 
the command, and to put his mate in his stead; and of the scandal raised on 
his morals; his having been reproached with such-and-such women, and his 
having a wife at Plymouth, and another in the West Indies, and the like; and 


she asked him whether she had not good reason, if these things were not 
cleared up, to refuse him, and to insist upon having satisfaction in points so 
significant as they were. 


He was so confounded at her discourse that he could not answer a word, 
and she began to believe that all was true, by his disorder, though she knew 
that she had been the raiser of these reports herself. After some time he 
recovered a little, and from that time was the most humble, modest, and 
importunate man alive in his courtship. 


She asked him if he thought she was so at her last shift2Y. that she could or 
ought to bear such treatment, and if he did not see that she did not want 
those who thought it worth their while to come farther to her than he did; 
meaning the gentleman whom she had brought to visit her by way of sham. 


She brought him by these tricks to submit to all possible measures to 
satisfy her, as well of his circumstances as of his behaviour. He brought her 
undeniable evidence of his having paid for his part of the ship; he brought 
her certificates from his owners, that the report of their intending to remove 
him from the command of the ship was false and groundless; in short, he 
was quite the reverse of what he was before. 


Thus I convinced her, that if the men made their advantage of our sex in 
the affair of marriage, upon the supposition of there being such a choice to 
be had, and of the women being so easy, it was only owing to this, that the 
women wanted courage to maintain their ground, and that, according to my 
Lord Rochester— 


“A woman’s ne’er so ruined but she can 


Revenge herself on her undoer, man,” 12 


After these things this young lady played her part so well, that though she 
resolved to have him, and that indeed having him was the main bent of her 
design, yet she made his obtaining her to be to him the most difficult thing 
in the world; and this she did, not by a haughty, reserved carriage, but by a 
just policy, playing back upon him his own game; for as he pretended, by a 


kind of lofty carriage to place himself above the occasion of a character,2Z 


she broke with him£¢ upon that subject, and at the same time that she made 


him submit to all possible inquiry after his affairs, she apparently shut the 
door against his looking into her own. 


It was enough to him to obtain her for a wife. As to what she had, she told 
him plainly, that as he knew her circumstances, it was but just she should 
know his; and though at the same time he had only known her 
circumstances by common fame, yet he had made so many protestations of 
his passion for her, that he could ask no more but her hand to his grand 
request, and the like ramble according to the custom of lovers. In short, he 
left himself no room to ask any more questions about her estate, and she 
took the advantage of it, for she placed part of her fortune so in trustees, 
without letting him know anything of it, that it was quite out of his reach, 
and made him be very well contented with the rest. 


It is true she was pretty well besides, that is to say, she had about £1400 in 
money, which she gave him; and the other, after some time, she brought to 
light as a perquisite to herself, which he was to accept as a mighty favour, 
seeing, though it was not to be his, it might ease him in the article of her 
particular expenses; and I must add, that by this conduct, the gentleman 
himself became not only more humble in his applications to her to obtain 
her, but also was much the more an obliging husband when he had her. I 
cannot but remind the ladies how much they place themselves below the 
common station of a wife, which, if I may be allowed not to be partial, is 
low enough already; I say, they place themselves below their common 
station, and prepare their own mortifications, by their submitting so to be 
insulted by the men beforehand, which I confess I see no necessity of. 


This relation may serve, therefore, to let the ladies see, that the advantage 
is not so much on the other side as the men think it is; and that though it 
may be true, the men have but too much choice among us, and that some 
women may be found who will dishonour themselves, be cheap, and too 
easy to come at, yet if they will have women worth having, they may find 
them as uncomeatable as ever, and that those that are otherwise have often 
such deficiencies, when had, as rather recommend the ladies that are 
difficult, than encourage the men to go on with their easy courtship, and 
expect wives equally valuable that will come at first call. 


Nothing is more certain than that the ladies always gain of the men by 
keeping their ground, and letting their pretended lovers see they can resent 
being slighted, and that they are not afraid of saying no. They insult us 
mightily, with telling us of the number of women; that the wars, and the sea, 
and trade, and other incidents have carried the men so much away, that 
there is no proportion between the numbers of the sexes; but I am far from 
granting that the number of the women is so great, or the number of the 
men so small; but if they will have me tell the truth, the disadvantage of the 
women is a terrible scandal upon the men, and it lies here only; namely, that 
the age is so wicked, and the sex so debauched, that, in short, the number of 
such men as an honest woman ought to meddle with is small indeed, and it 
is but here and there that a man is to be found who is fit for an honest 
woman to venture upon. 


But the consequence even of that too amounts to no more than this, that 


women ought to be the more nice,c2 for how do we know the just character 
of the man that makes the offer? To say that the woman should be the more 
easy on this occasion, is to say we should be the forwarder to venture 
because of the greatness of the danger, which is very absurd. 


On the contrary, the women have ten thousand times the more reason to 
be wary and backward, by how much the hazard of being betrayed is the 
greater; and would the ladies act the wary part, they would discover every 
cheat that offered; for, in short, the lives of very few men now-a-days will 
bear a character; and if the ladies do but make a little inquiry, they would 
soon be able to distinguish the men and deliver themselves. As for women 
that do not think their own safety worth their own thought, that, impatient 
of their present state, run into matrimony as a horse rushes into the battle, I 
can say nothing to them but this, that they are a sort of ladies that are to be 
prayed for among the rest of distempered people, and they look like people 
that venture their estates in a lottery where there is a hundred thousand 
blanks to one prize. 


No man of common-sense will value a woman the less for not giving up 
herself at the first attack, or for not accepting his proposal without inquiring 
into his person or character; on the contrary, he must think her the weakest 
of all creatures, as the rate of men now goes; in short, he must have a very 


contemptible opinion of her capacities, that having but one cast for her life, 
shall cast that life away at once, and make matrimony, like death, be a leap 


in the dark.£& 


I would fain have the conduct of my sex a little regulated in this 
particular, which is the same thing in which, of all the parts of life, I think at 
this time we suffer most in; ’t is nothing but lack of courage, the fear of not 
being married at all, and of that frightful state of life called an old maid. 
This, I say, is the woman’s snare; but would the ladies once but get above 
that fear, and manage rightly, they would more certainly avoid it by 
standing their ground, in a case so absolutely necessary to their felicity, than 
by exposing themselves as they do; and if they did not marry so soon, they 
would make themselves amends by marrying safer. She is always married 
too soon who gets a bad husband, and she is never married too late who 
gets a good one; in a word, there is no woman, deformity or lost reputation 
excepted, but if she manages well may be married safely one time or other; 
but if she precipitates herself, it is ten thousand to one but she is undone. 


But I come now to my own case, in which there was at this time no little 
nicety. The circumstances I was in made the offer of a good husband the 
most necessary thing in the world to me, but I found soon that to be made 
cheap and easy was not the way. It soon began to be found that the widow 
had no fortune, and to say this was to say all that was ill of me, being well- 
bred, handsome, witty, modest, and agreeable; all which I had allowed to 
my character, whether justly or no is not to the purpose; I say, all these 


would not do without the dross.c¢ In short, the widow, they said, had no 


money. 


I resolved, therefore, that it was necessary to change my station, and make 
a new appearance in some other place, and even to pass by another name if 
I found occasion. 


I communicated my thoughts to my intimate friend, the captain’s lady, 
whom I had so faithfully served in her case with the captain, and who was 
as ready to serve me in the same kind as I could desire. I made no scruple to 
lay my circumstances open to her; my stock was but low, for I had made but 
about £540 at the close of my last affair, and I had wasted some of that; 
however, I had about £460 left, a great many very rich clothes, a gold 


watch, and some jewels, though of no extraordinary value, and about £30 or 
£40 left in linen not disposed of. 


My dear and faithful friend, the captain’s wife, was so sensible of the 
service I had done her in the affair above, that she was not only a steady 
friend to me, but, knowing my circumstances, she frequently made me 
presents as money came into her hands, such as fully amounted to a 
maintenance, so that I spent none of my own; and at last she made this 
unhappy proposal to me, viz., that as we had observed, as above, how the 
men made no scruple to set themselves out as persons meriting a woman of 
fortune of their own, it was but just to deal with them in their own way, and 
if it was possible, to deceive the deceiver. 


The captain’s lady, in short, put this project into my head, and told me if I 
would be ruled by her I should certainly get a husband of fortune, without 
leaving him any room to reproach me with want of my own. I told her that I 
would give up myself wholly to her directions, and that I would have 
neither tongue to speak or feet to step in that affair but as she should direct 
me, depending that she would extricate me out of every difficulty that she 
brought me into, which she said she would answer for. 


The first step she put me upon was to call her cousin, and go to a 
relation’s house of hers in the country, where she directed me, and where 
she brought her husband to visit me; and calling me cousin, she worked 
matters so about, that her husband and she together invited me most 
passionately to come to town and live with them, for they now lived in a 
quite different place from where they were before. In the next place, she 
tells her husband that I had at least £1500 fortune, and that I was like to 
have a great deal more. 


It was enough to tell her husband this; there needed nothing on my side. I 
was but to sit still and wait the event, for it presently went all over the 
neighbourhood that the young widow at Captain—s was a fortune, that she 
had at least £1500, and perhaps a great deal more, and that the captain said 
so; and if the captain was asked at any time about me, he made no scruple 
to affirm it, though he knew not one word of the matter other than that his 
wife had told him so; and in this he thought no harm, for he really believed 
it to be so. With the reputation of this fortune, I presently found myself 


blessed with admirers enough (and that I had my choice of men), as they 
said they were, which, by the way, confirms what I was saying before. This 
being my case, I, who had a subtle game to play, had nothing now to do but 
to single out from them all the properest man that might be for my purpose; 
that is to say, the man who was most likely to depend upon the hearsay of 
fortune, and not inquire too far into the particulars; and unless I did this I 
did nothing, for my case would not bear much inquiry. 


I picked out my man without much difficulty, by the judgment I made of 
his way of courting me. I had let him run on with his protestations that he 
loved me above all the world; that if I would make him happy, that was 
enough; all which I knew was upon supposition that I was very rich, though 
I never told him a word of it myself. 


This was my man; but I was to try him to the bottom; and indeed in that 
consisted my safety, for if he balked, I knew I was undone, as surely as he 
was undone if he took me; and if I did not make some scruple about his 
fortune, it was the way to lead him to raise some about mine; and first, 
therefore, I pretended on all occasions to doubt his sincerity, and told him 
perhaps he only courted me for my fortune. He stopped my mouth in that 
part with the thunder of his protestations as above, but still I pretended to 
doubt. 


One morning he pulls off his diamond ring, and writes upon the glass of 
the sash in my chamber this line:— 


“You I love, and you alone.” 


I read it, and asked him to lend me the ring, with which I wrote under it, 
thus:— 


“And so in love says every one.” 
He takes his ring again, and writes another line thus:— 
“Virtue alone is an estate.” 
I borrowed it again, and I wrote under it:— 
“But money’s virtue, gold is fate.” 


He coloured as red as fire to see me turn so quick upon him, and in a kind 
of rage told me he would conquer me, and wrote again thus:— 


“T scorn your gold, and yet I love.” 


I ventured all upon the last cast of poetry, as you’ll see, for I wrote boldly 
under his last:— 


“I’m poor; let’s see how kind you’ ll prove.” 


This was a sad truth to me; whether he believed me or no I could not tell; I 
supposed then that he did not. However, he flew to me, took me in his arms, 
and, kissing me very eagerly, and with the greatest passion imaginable, he 
held me fast till he called for a pen and ink, and told me he could not wait 
the tedious writing on a glass, but pulling out a piece of paper, he began and 
wrote again:— 


“Be mine with all your poverty.” 
I took his pen, and followed immediately, thus: — 
“Yet secretly you hope I lie.” 


He told me that was unkind, because it was not just, and that I put him upon 
contradicting me, which did not consist with good manners, and, therefore, 
since I had insensibly drawn him into this poetical scribble, he begged I 
would not oblige him to break it off. So he writes again:— 


“Let love alone be our debate.” 
I wrote again:— 
“She loves enough that does not hate.” 


This he took for a favour, and so laid down the cudgels, that is to say, the 
pen; I say, he took it for a favour, and a mighty one it was, if he had known 
all. However, he took it as I meant it, that is, to let him think I was inclined 
to go on with him, as indeed I had reason to do, for he was the best- 
humoured merry sort of a fellow that I ever met with; and I often reflected 
how doubly criminal it was to deceive such a man; but that necessity, which 
pressed me to a settlement suitable to my condition, was my authority for it; 
and certainly his affection to me, and the goodness of his temper, however 
they might argue against using him ill, yet they strongly argued to me that 
he would better take the disappointment than some fiery-tempered wretch, 
who might have nothing to recommend him but those passions which would 
serve only to make a woman miserable. 


Besides, though I had jested with him (as he supposed it) so often about 
my poverty, yet when he found it to be true, he had foreclosed all manner of 
objection, seeing, whether he was in jest or in earnest, he had declared he 
took me without any regard to my portion, and, whether I was in jest or in 
earnest, I had declared myself to be very poor; so that, in a word, I had him 
fast both ways; and though he might say afterwards he was cheated, yet he 
could never say that I had cheated him. 


He pursued me close after this, and as I saw there was no need to fear 
losing him, I played the indifferent part with him longer than prudence 
might otherwise have dictated to me; but I considered how much this 
caution and indifference would give me the advantage over him when I 
should come to own my circumstances to him; and I managed it the more 
warily, because I found he inferred from thence that I either had the more 
money or the more judgment, and would not venture at all. 


I took the freedom one day to tell him that it was true I had received the 
compliment of a lover from him, namely, that he would take me without 
inquiring into my fortune, and I would make him a suitable return in this, 
viz., that I would make as little inquiry into his as consisted with reason, but 
I hoped he would allow me to ask some questions, which he should answer 
or not as he thought fit; one of these questions related to our manner of 
living, and the place where, because I had heard he had a great plantation in 
Virginia, and I told him I did not care to be transported. 


He began from this discourse to let me voluntarily into all his affairs, and 
to tell me in a frank, open way all his circumstances, by which I found he 
was very well to pass in the world; but that great part of his estate consisted 
of three plantations, which he had in Virginia, which brought him in a very 
good income of about £300 a year, but that if he was to live upon them, 
would bring him in four times as much. “Very well,” thought I; “you shall 
carry me thither, then, as soon as you please, though I won’t tell you so 
beforehand.” 


I jested with him about the figure he would make in Virginia; but I found 
he would do anything I desired, so I turned my tale. I told him I had good 
reason not to desire to go there to live; because if his plantations were worth 


so much there, I had not a fortune suitable to a gentleman of £1200 a year, 
as he said his estate would be. 


He replied, he did not ask what my fortune was; he had told me from the 
beginning he would not, and he would be as good as his word; but whatever 
it was, he assured me he would never desire me to go to Virginia with him, 
or go thither himself without me, unless I made it my choice. 


All this, you may be sure, was as I wished, and indeed nothing could have 
happened more perfectly agreeable. I carried it on as far as this with a sort 
of indifferency that he often wondered at, and I mention it the rather to 
intimate again to the ladies that nothing but want of courage for such an 
indifferency makes our sex so cheap, and prepares them to be ill used as 
they are; would they venture the loss of a pretending fop now and then, who 
carries it high upon the point of his own merit, they would certainly be 


slighted less and courted more. Had I discovered‘€ really what my great 
fortune was, and that in all I had not full £500 when he expected £1500, yet 
I hooked him so fast, and played him so long, that I was satisfied he would 
have had me in my worst circumstances; and indeed it was less a surprise to 
him when he learnt the truth than it would have been, because having not 
the least blame to lay on me, who had carried it with an air of indifference 
to the last, he could not say one word, except that indeed he thought it had 
been more, but that, if it had been less, he did not repent his bargain; only 
that he should not be able to maintain me so well as he intended. 


In short, we were married, and very happily married on my side, I assure 
you, as to the man; for he was the best-humoured man that ever woman 
had, but his circumstances were not so good as I imagined, as, on the other 
hand, he had not bettered himself so much as he expected. 


When we were married, I was shrewdly put to it to bring him that little 
stock I had, and to let him see it was no more; but there was a necessity for 
it, so I took my opportunity one day when we were alone, to enter into a 
short dialogue with him about it. “My dear,” said I, “we have been married 
a fortnight; is it not time to let you know whether you have got a wife with 
something or with nothing?” “Your own time for that, my dear,” says he; “I 
am satisfied I have got the wife I love; I have not troubled you much,” says 
he, “with my inquiry after it.” 


“That’s true,” said I, “but I have a great difficulty about it, which I scarce 
know how to manage.” “What’s that, my dear?” says he. “Why,” says I, “ ’t 
is a little hard upon me, and ’t is harder upon you; I am told that Captain—” 
(meaning my friend’s husband) “has told you I had a great deal more than 
ever I pretended to have, and I am sure I never employed him so to do.” 


“Well,” says he, “Captain—may have told me so, but what then? If you 
have not so much, that may lie at his door, but you never told me what you 
had, so I have no reason to blame you if you have nothing at all.” 


“That is so just,” said I, “and so generous, that it makes my having but a 
little a double affliction to me.” 


“The less you have, my dear,” says he, “the worse for us both; but I hope 
your affliction is not caused for fear I should be unkind to you for want of a 
portion. No, no, if you have nothing, tell me plainly; I may perhaps tell the 
captain he has cheated me, but I can never say you have, for did not you 
give it under your hand that you was poor? and so I ought to expect you to 
be.” 


“Well,” said I, “my dear, I am glad I have not been concerned in deceiving 
you before marriage. If I deceive you since, ’t is ne’er the worse; that I am 
poor, ’t is too true, but not so poor as to have nothing neither;” so I pulled 
out some bank bills and gave him about £160. “There is something, my 
dear,” says I, “and not quite all neither.” 


I had brought him so near to expecting nothing, by what I had said before, 
that the money, though the sum was small in itself, was doubly welcome; he 
owned it was more than he looked for, and that he did not question by my 
discourse to him, but that my fine clothes, gold watch, and a diamond ring 
or two, had been all my fortune. 


I let him please himself with that £160 two or three days, and then having 
been abroad that day, and as if I had been to fetch it, I brought him £100 
more home in gold, and told him there was a little more portion for him; 
and, in short, in about a week more, I brought him £180 more, and about 
£60 in linen, which I made him believe I had been obliged to take with the 


£100 which I gave him in gold, as a composition©! for a debt of £600, being 
little more than five shillings in the pound, and overvalued too. 


“And now, my dear,” says I to him, “I am very sorry to tell you that I have 
given you my whole fortune,” I added, that if the person who had my £600 
had not abused me, I had been worth £1000 to him, but that as it was, I had 
been faithful, and reserved nothing to myself, but if it had been more he 
should have had it. 


He was so obliged by the manner, and so pleased with the sum, for he had 
been in a terrible fright lest it had been nothing at all, that he accepted it 
very thankfully. And thus I got over the fraud of passing for a fortune 
without money, and cheating a man into marrying me on pretence of it; 
which, by the way, I take to be one of the most dangerous steps a woman 
can take, and in which she runs the most hazards of being ill-used 
afterwards. 


My husband, to give him his due, was a man of infinite good nature, but 
he was no fool; and finding his income not suited to the manner of living 
which he had intended, if I had brought him what he expected, and being 
under a disappointment in his return of his plantations in Virginia, he 
discovered many times his inclination of going over to Virginia, to live 
upon his own; and often would be magnifying the way of living there, how 
cheap, how plentiful, how pleasant, and the like. 


I began presently to understand his meaning, and I took him up very 
plainly one moming, and told him that I did so; that I found his estate 
turned to no account at this distance, compared to what it would do if he 
lived upon the spot, and that I found he had a mind to go and live there; that 
I was sensible he had been disappointed in a wife, and that finding his 
expectations not answered that way, I could do no less, to make him 
amends, than tell him that I was very willing to go to Virginia with him and 
live there. 


He said a thousand kind things to me upon the subject of my making such 
a proposal to him. He told me that though he was disappointed in his 
expectations of a fortune, he was not disappointed in a wife, and that I was 
all to him that a wife could be, but that this offer was so kind, that it was 
more than he could express. 


To bring the story short, we agreed to go. He told me that he had a very 
good house there, well furnished; that his mother lived in it, and one sister, 


which was all the relations he had; that as soon as he came there, they 
would remove to another house, which was her own for life, and his after 
her decease; so that I should have all the house to myself; and I found it all 
exactly as he said. 


We put on board the ship which we went in a large quantity of good 
furniture for our house, with stores of linen and other necessaries, and a 
good cargo for sale, and away we went. 


To give an account of the manner of our voyage, which was long and full 
of dangers, is out of my way; I kept no journal, neither did my husband. All 
that I can say is, that after a terrible passage, frighted twice with dreadful 
storms, and once with what was still more terrible, I mean a pirate, who 
came on board, and took away almost all our provisions; and which would 
have been beyond all to me, they had once taken my husband, but by 
entreaties were prevailed with to leave him;—I say, after all these terrible 


things, we arrived in York River£S in Virginia, and coming to our 
plantation, we were received with all the tenderness and affection, by my 
husband’s mother, that could be expressed. 


We lived here all together, my mother-in-law, at my entreaty, continuing 
in the house, for she was too kind a mother to be parted with; my husband 
likewise continued the same at first, and I thought myself the happiest 
creature alive, when an odd and surprising event put an end to all that 
felicity in a moment, and rendered my condition the most uncomfortable in 
the world. 


My mother was a mighty cheerful, good-humoured old woman—I may 
call her so, for her son was above thirty; I say she was very pleasant, good 
company, and used to entertain me, in particular, with abundance of stories 
to divert me, as well of the country we were in as of the people. 


Among the rest, she often told me how the greatest part of the inhabitants 
of that colony came thither in very indifferent circumstances from England; 
that, generally speaking, they were of two sorts; either, first, such as were 
brought over by masters of ships to be sold as servants; or, second, such as 
are transported after having been found guilty of crimes punishable with 
death. 


“When they come here,” says she, “we make no difference; the planters 
buy them, and they work together in the field, till their time is out. When’t 
is expired,” said she, “they have encouragement given them to plant for 
themselves; for they have a certain number of acres of land allotted them by 
the country, and they go to work to clear and cure the land, and then to plant 
it with tobacco and corn for their own use; and as the merchants will trust 
them with tools and necessaries, upon the credit of their crop before it is 
grown, so they again plant every year a little more than the year before, and 
so buy whatever they want with the crop that is before them. Hence, child,” 
says she, “many a Newgate bird becomes a great man, and we have,” 


continued she, “several justices of the peace, officers of the trained bands,¢2 
and magistrates of the towns they live in, that have been burnt in the 


hand Cl 


She was going on with that part of the story, when her own part in it 
interrupted her, and with a great deal of good-humoured confidence, she 
told me she was one of the second sort of inhabitants herself; that she came 
away openly, having ventured too far in a particular case, so that she was 
become a criminal; “And here’s the mark of it, child,” says she, and showed 
me a very fine white arm and hand, but branded in the inside of the hand, as 
in such cases it must be. 


This story was very moving to me, but my mother, smiling, said, “You 
need not think such a thing strange, daughter, for some of the best men in 
the country are burnt in the hand, and they are not ashamed to own it. 
There’s Major—,” says she, “he was an eminent pickpocket; there’s Justice 
Ba—tr, was a shoplifter, and both of them were burnt in the hand; and I 
could name you several such as they are.” 


We had frequent discourses of this kind, and abundance of instances she 
gave me of the like. After some time, as she was telling some stories of one 
that was transported but a few weeks ago, I began in an intimate kind of 
way to ask her to tell me something of her own story, which she did with 
the utmost plainness and sincerity; how she had fallen into very ill company 
in London in her young days, occasioned by her mother sending her 
frequently to carry victuals to a kinswoman of hers who was a prisoner in 
Newgate, in a miserable starving condition, who was afterwards condemned 


to die, but having got respite by pleading her belly, perished afterwards in 
the prison. 


Here my mother-in-law ran out in a long account of the wicked practices 
in that dreadful place. “And, child,” says my mother, “perhaps you may 
know little of it, or, it may be, have heard nothing about it; but depend upon 
it,” says she, “we all know here that there are more thieves and rogues made 


by that one prison of NewgateL® than by all the clubs and societies of 


villains in the nation; ’t is that cursed place,” says my mother, “that half 
peoples this colony.” 


Here she went on with her own story so long, and in so particular a 
manner, that I began to be very uneasy; but coming to one particular that 
required telling her name, I thought I should have sunk down in the place. 
She perceived I was out of order, and asked me if I was not well, and what 
ailed me. I told her I was so affected with the melancholy story she had told 
that it had overcome me, and I begged of her to talk no more of it. “Why, 
my dear,” says she very kindly, “what need these things trouble you? These 
passages were long before your time, and they give me no trouble at all 
now; nay, I look back on them with a particular satisfaction, as they have 
been a means to bring me to this place.” Then she went on to tell me how 
she fell into a good family, where behaving herself well, and her mistress 
dying, her master married her, by whom she had my husband and his sister, 
and that by her diligence and good management after her husband’s death, 
she had improved the plantations to such a degree as they then were, so that 
most of the estate was of her getting, not of her husband’s, for she had been 
a widow upwards of sixteen years. 


I heard this part of the story with very little attention, because I wanted 
much to retire and give vent to my passions; and let any one judge what 
must be the anguish of my mind when I came to reflect that this was 
certainly no more or less than my own mother, and that I had now had two 
children, and was big with another by my own brother, and lay with him 
still every night. 


I was now the most unhappy of all women in the world. Oh! had the story 
never been told me, all had been well; it had been no crime to have lain 
with my husband, if I had known nothing of it. 


I had now such a load on my mind that it kept me perpetually waking; to 
reveal it I could not find would be to any purpose, and yet to conceal it 
would be next to impossible; nay, I did not doubt but I should talk in my 
sleep, and tell my husband of it whether I would or no. If I discovered it, the 
least thing I could expect was to lose my husband, for he was too nice and 
too honest a man to have continued my husband after he had known I had 
been his sister; so that I was perplexed to the last degree. 


I leave it to any man to judge what difficulties presented to my view. I 
was away from my native country, at a distance prodigious, and the return 
to me unpassable. I lived very well, but in a circumstance unsufferable in 
itself. If I had discovered myself to my mother, it might be difficult to 
convince her of the particulars, and I had no way to prove them. On the 
other hand, if she had questioned or doubted me, I had been undone, for the 
bare suggestion would have immediately separated me from my husband, 


without gaining my mother or him; so that between the surprise on one 
hand, and the uncertainty on the other, I had been sure to be undone. 


In the meantime, as I was but too sure of the fact, I lived therefore in open 
avowed incest and whoredom, and all under the appearance of an honest 
wife; and though I was not much touched with the crime of it, yet the action 
had something in it shocking to nature, and made my husband even 
nauseous to me. However, upon the most sedate consideration, I resolved 
that it was absolutely necessary to conceal it all, and not make the least 
discovery of it either to mother or husband; and thus I lived with the 
greatest pressure imaginable for three years more. 


During this time my mother used to be frequently telling me old stories of 
her former adventures, which, however, were no ways pleasant to me; for 
by it, though she did not tell it me in plain terms, yet I could understand, 
joined with what I heard myself, of my first tutors, that in her younger days 
she had been whore and thief; but I verily believe she had lived to repent 
sincerely of both, and that she was then a very pious, sober, and religious 
woman. 


Well, let her life have been what it would then, it was certain that my life 
was very uneasy to me; for I lived, as I have said, but in the worst sort of 
whoredom, and as I could expect no good of it, so really no good issue 


came of it, and all my seeming prosperity wore off, and ended in misery and 
destruction. It was some time, indeed, before it came to this, for everything 
went wrong with us afterwards, and that which was worse, my husband 
grew strangely altered, froward, jealous, and unkind, and I was as impatient 
of bearing his carriage, as the carriage was unreasonable and unjust. These 
things proceeded so far, and we came at last to be in such ill terms with one 
another, that I claimed a promise of him, which he entered willingly into 
with me when I consented to come from England with him, viz., that if I did 
not like to live there, I should come away to England again when I pleased, 
giving him a year’s warning to settle his affairs. 


I say, I now claimed this promise of him, and I much confess I did it not 
in the most obliging terms that could be neither; but I insisted that he 
treated me ill, that I was remote from my friends, and could do myself no 
justice, and that he was jealous without cause, my conversation having been 
unblamable, and he having no pretence for it, and that to remove to England 
would take away all occasion from him. 


I insisted so peremptorily upon it, that he could not avoid coming to a 
point, either to keep his word with me or to break it; and _ this, 
notwithstanding he used all the skill he was master of, and employed his 
mother and other agents to prevail with me to alter my resolutions; indeed, 
the bottom of the thing lay at my heart, and that made all his endeavours 
fruitless, for my heart was alienated from him. I loathed the thoughts of 
bedding with him, and used a thousand pretences of illness and humour to 
prevent his touching me, fearing nothing more than to be with child again, 
which to be sure would have prevented, or at least delayed, my going over 
to England. 


However, at last I put him so out of humourSk that he took up a rash and 


fatal resolution, that, in short, I should not go to England; that though he 
had promised me, yet it was an unreasonable thing; that it would be ruinous 
to his affairs, would unhinge his whole family, and be next to an undoing 
him in the world; that therefore I ought not to desire it of him, and that no 
wife in the world that valued her family and her husband’s prosperity, 
would insist upon such a thing. 


This plunged me again, for when I considered the thing calmly, and took 
my husband as he really was, a diligent, careful man in the main, and that 
he knew nothing of the dreadful circumstances that he was in, I could not 
but confess to myself that my proposal was very unreasonable, and what no 
wife that had the good of her family at heart would have desired. 


But my discontents were of another nature; I looked upon him no longer 
as a husband, but as a near relation, the son of my own mother, and I 
resolved somehow or other to be clear of him, but which way I did not 
know. 


It is said by the ill-natured world, of our sex, that if we are set on a thing, 
it is impossible to turn us from our resolutions; in short, I never ceased 
poring upon the means to bring to pass my voyage, and came that length 
with my husband at last, as to propose going without him. This provoked 
him to the last degree, and he called me not only an unkind wife, but an 
unnatural mother, and asked me how I could entertain such a thought 
without horror, as that of leaving my two children (for one was dead) 
without a mother, and never to see them more. It was true, had things been 
right, I should not have done it, but now, it was my real desire never to see 
them, or him either, any more; and as to the charge of unnatural, I could 
easily answer it to myself, while I knew that the whole relation was 
unnatural in the highest degree. 


However, there was no bringing my husband to anything; he would 
neither go with me, or let me go without him, and it was out of my power to 
stir without his consent, as any one that is acquainted with the constitution 
of that country knows very well. 


We had many family quarrels about it, and they began to grow up to a 
dangerous height; for as I was quite estranged from him in affection, so I 
took no heed to my words, but sometimes gave him language that was 
provoking; in short, I strove all I could to bring him to a parting with me, 
which was what above all things I desired most. 


He took my carriage very ill, and indeed he might well do so, for at last I 
refused to bed with him, and carrying on the breach upon all occasions to 
extremity, he told me once he thought I was mad, and if I did not alter my 
conduct, he would put me under cure; that is to say, into a madhouse. I told 


him he should find I was far enough from mad, and that it was not in his 
power, or any other villain’s, to murder me. I confess at the same time I was 
heartily frighted at his thoughts of putting me into a madhouse, which 
would at once have destroyed all the possibility of bringing the truth out; 
for that then no one would have given credit to a word of it. 


This therefore brought me to a resolution, whatever came of it, to lay 
open my whole case; but which way to do it, or to whom, was an 
inextricable difficulty, when another quarrel with my husband happened, 
which came up to such an extreme as almost pushed me on to tell it him all 
to his face; but though I kept it in so as not to come to the particulars, I 
spoke so much as put him into the utmost confusion, and in the end brought 
out the whole story. 


He began with a calm expostulation upon my being so resolute to go to 
England; I defended it, and one hard word bringing on another, as is usual 
in all family strife, he told me I did not treat him as if he was my husband, 
or talk of my children as if I was a mother; and, in short, that I did not 
deserve to be used as a wife; that he had used all the fair means possible 
with me; that he had argued with all the kindness and calmness that a 
husband or a Christian ought to do, and that I made him such a vile return, 
that I treated him rather like a dog than a man, and rather like the most 
contemptible stranger than a husband; that he was very loth to use violence 
with me, but that, in short, he saw a necessity of it now, and that for the 
future he should be obliged to take such measures as should reduce me to 
my duty. 


My blood was now fired to the utmost, and nothing could appear more 
provoked. I told him, for his fair means and his foul, they were equally 


contemned¢! by me; that for my going to England, I was resolved on it, 
come what would; and that as to treating him not like a husband, and not 
showing myself a mother to my children, there might be something more in 
it than he understood at present; but I thought fit to tell him thus much, that 
he neither was my lawful husband, nor they lawful children, and that I had 
reason to regard neither of them more than I did. 


I confess I was moved to pity him when I spoke it, for he turned pale as 
death, and stood mute as one thunderstruck, and once or twice I thought he 


would have fainted; in short, it put him in a fit something like an 


apoplex;“4 he trembled, a sweat or dew ran off his face, and yet he was 
cold as a clod, so that I was forced to fetch something to keep life in him. 
When he recovered of that, he grew sick and vomited, and in a little after 
was put to bed, and the next morning was in a violent fever. 


However, it went off again, and he recovered, though but slowly, and 
when he came to be a little better, he told me I had given him a mortal 
wound with my tongue, and he had only one thing to ask before he desired 
an explanation. I interrupted him, and told him I was sorry I had gone so 
far, since I saw what disorder it put him into, but I desired him not to talk to 
me of explanations, for that would but make things worse. 


This heightened his impatience, and, indeed, perplexed him beyond all 
bearing; for now he began to suspect that there was some mystery yet 
unfolded, but could not make the least guess at it; all that ran in his brain 
was, that I had another husband alive, but I assured him there was not the 
least of that in it; indeed, as to my other husband, he was effectually dead to 
me, and had told me I should look on him as such, so I had not the least 
uneasiness on that score. 


But now I found the thing too far gone to conceal it much longer, and my 
husband himself gave me an opportunity to ease myself of the secret, much 
to my satisfaction. He had laboured with me three or four weeks, but to no 
purpose, only to tell him whether I had spoken those words only to put him 
in a passion, or whether there was anything of truth in the bottom of them. 
But I continued inflexible, and would explain nothing, unless he would first 
consent to my going to England, which he would never do, he said, while 
he lived; on the other hand, I said it was in my power to make him willing 
when I pleased—nay, to make him entreat me to go; and this increased his 
curiosity, and made him importunate to the highest degree. 


At length he tells all this story to his mother, and sets her upon me to get 
it out of me, and she used her utmost skill indeed; but I put her to a full stop 
at once, by telling her that the mystery of the whole matter lay in herself; 
that it was my respect to her had made me conceal it; and that, in short, I 


could go no further, and therefore conjured her not to insist upon it. 


She was struck dumb at this suggestion, and could not tell what to say or 


to think; but laying aside the supposition as a policy£2 of mine, continued 
her importunity on account of her son, and, if possible, to make up the 
breach between us two. As to that, I told her that it was indeed a good 
design in her, but that it was impossible to be done; and that if I should 
reveal to her the truth of what she desired, she would grant it to be 
impossible, and cease to desire it. At last I seemed to be prevailed on by her 
importunity, and told her I dare trust her with a secret of the greatest 
importance, and she would soon see that this was so, and that I would 
consent to lodge it in her breast, if she would engage solemnly not to 
acquaint her son with it without my consent. 


She was long in promising this part, but rather than not come at the main 
secret she agreed to that too, and after a great many other preliminaries, I 
began, and told her the whole story. First I told her how much she was 
concerned in all the unhappy breach which had happened between her son 
and me, by telling me her own story and her London name; and that the 
surprise she saw I was in was upon that occasion. Then I told her my own 
story, and my name, and assured her, by such other tokens as she could not 
deny, that I was no other, nor more or less, than her own child, her daughter, 
born of her body in Newgate; the same that had saved her from the gallows 


by being in her belly, and that she left in such-and-such£2 hands when she 
was transported. 


It is impossible to express the astonishment she was in; she was not 
inclined to believe the story, or to remember the particulars; for she 
immediately foresaw the confusion that must follow in the family upon it; 
but everything concurred so exactly with the stories she had told me of 
herself, and which, if she had not told me, she would perhaps have been 
content to have denied, that she had stopped her own mouth, and she had 
nothing to do but take me about the neck and kiss me, and cry most 
vehemently over me, without speaking one word for a long time together. 
At last she broke out: “Unhappy child!” says she, “what miserable chance 
could bring thee hither? and in the arms of my son, too! Dreadful girl!” says 
she, “why, we are all undone! Married to thy own brother! three children, 
and two alive, all of the same flesh and blood! My son and my daughter 


lying together as husband and wife! all confusion and distraction! Miserable 
family! what will become of us? what is to be said? what is to be done?” 
And thus she ran on a great while; nor had I any power to speak, or if I had, 
did I know what to say, for every word wounded me to the soul. With this 
kind of amazement we parted for the first time, though my mother was 
more surprised than I was, because it was more news to her than to me. 
However, she promised again that she would say nothing of it to her son till 
we had talked of it again. 


It was not long, you may be sure, before we had a second conference 
upon the same subject; when, as if she had been willing to forget the story 
she had told me of herself, or to suppose that I had forgot some of the 
particulars, she began to tell them with alterations and omissions; but I 
refreshed her memory in many things which I supposed she had forgot, and 
then came in so opportunely with the whole history, that it was impossible 


for her to go from it; and then she fell into her rhapsodies4 again, and 
exclamations at the severity of her misfortunes. When these things were a 
little over with her, we fell into a close debate about what should be first 
done before we gave an account of the matter to my husband. But to what 
purpose could be all our consultations? We could neither of us see our way 
through it, or how it could be safe to open such a scene to him. It was 
impossible to make any judgment, or give any guess at what temper he 
would receive it in, or what measures he would take upon it; and if he 
should have so little government of himself as to make it public, we easily 
foresaw that it would be the ruin of the whole family; and if at last he 
should take the advantage the law would give him, he might put me away 
with disdain, and leave me to sue for the little portion that I had, and 
perhaps waste it all in the suit, and then be a beggar; and thus I should see 
him, perhaps, in the arms of another wife in a few months, and be myself 
the most miserable creature alive. 


My mother was as sensible of this as I; and, upon the whole, we knew not 
what to do. After some time we came to more sober resolutions, but then it 
was with this misfortune too, that my mother’s opinion and mine were quite 
different from one another, and indeed inconsistent with one another; for 


my mother’s opinion was, that I should bury the whole thing entirely,4Z and 


continue to live with him as my husband, till some other event should make 
the discovery of it more convenient; and that in the meantime she would 
endeavour to reconcile us together again, and restore our mutual comfort 
and family peace; that we might lie as we used to do together, and so let the 


whole matter remain a secret as close as death; “for, child,” says she, “we 
are both undone if it comes out.” 


To encourage me to this, she promised to make me easy in my 
circumstances, and to leave me what she could at her death, secured for me 
separately from my husband; so that if it should come out afterwards, I 
should be able to stand on my own feet, and procure justice too from him. 


This proposal did not agree with my judgment, though it was very fair and 
kind in my mother; but my thoughts ran quite another way. 


As to keeping the thing in our own breasts, and letting it all remain as it 
was, I told her it was impossible; and I asked her how she could think I 
could bear the thoughts of lying with my own brother. In the next place I 


told her that her being alive was the only support® of the discovery, and 
that while she owned me for her child, and saw reason to be satisfied that I 
was so, nobody else would doubt it; but that if she should die before the 
discovery, I should be taken for an impudent creature that had forged such a 
thing to go away from my husband, or should be counted crazed and 
distracted. Then I told her how he had threatened already to put me into a 
madhouse, and what concern I had been in about it, and how that was the 
thing that drove me to the necessity of discovering it to her as I had done. 


From all which I told her, that I had, on the most serious reflections I was 
able to make in the case, come to this resolution, which I hoped she would 


like, asa medium between both, viz., that she should use her endeavours 
with her son to give me leave to go for England, as I had desired, and to 
furnish me with a sufficient sum of money, either in goods along with me, 
or in bills for my support there, all along suggesting that he might one time 
or other think it proper to come over to me. 


That when I was gone, she should then, in cold blood, discover the case to 
him gradually, and as her own discretion should guide; so that he might not 
be surprised with it, and fly out into any passions and excesses; and that she 


should concern herself to prevent his slighting the children, or marrying 
again, unless he had a certain account of my being dead. 


This was my scheme, and my reasons were good; I was really alienated 
from him in the consequence of these things; indeed I mortally hated him as 
a husband, and it was impossible to remove that riveted aversion I had to 
him; at the same time, it being an unlawful, incestuous living, added to that 
aversion, and everything added to make cohabiting with him the most 
nauseous thing to me in the world; and I think verily it was come to such a 
height, that I could almost as willingly have embraced a dog, as have let 
him offer anything of that kind to me, for which reason I could not bear the 
thoughts of coming between the sheets with him. I cannot say that I was 
right in carrying it such a length, while at the same time I did not resolve to 
discover the thing to him; but I am giving an account of what was, not of 
what ought or ought not to be. 


In this directly opposite opinion to one another my mother and I 
continued a long time, and it was impossible to reconcile our judgments; 
many disputes we had about it, but we could never either of us yield our 
own, or bring over the other. 


I insisted on my aversion to lying with my own brother, and she insisted 
upon its being impossible to bring him to consent to my going to England; 
and in this uncertainty we continued, not differing so as to quarrel, or 
anything like it, but so as not to be able to resolve what we should do to 
make up that terrible breach. 


At last I resolved on a desperate course, and told my mother my 
resolution, viz., that, in short, I would tell him of it myself. My mother was 
frighted to the last degree at the very thoughts of it; but I bid her be easy, 
told her I would do it gradually and softly, and with all the art and good 
humour I was mistress of, and time it also as well as I could, taking him in 
good humour too. I told her I did not question but if I could be hypocrite 
enough to feign more affection to him than I really had, I should succeed in 
all my design, and we might part by consent, and with a good agreement, 
for I might love him well enough for a brother, though I could not for a 
husband. 


All this while he lay at4 my mother to find out, if possible, what was the 
meaning of that dreadful expression of mine, as he called it, which I 
mentioned before; namely, that I was not his lawful wife, nor my children 
his legal children. My mother put him off, told him she could bring me to 
no explanations, but found there was something that disturbed me very 
much, and she hoped she should get it out of me in time, and in the 
meantime recommended to him earnestly to use me more tenderly, and win 
me with his usual good carriage; told him of his terrifying and affrighting 
me with his threats of sending me to a madhouse and the like, and advised 
him not to make a woman desperate on any account whatever. 


He promised her to soften his behaviour, and bid her assure me that he 
loved me as well as ever, and that he had no such design as that of sending 
me to a madhouse, whatever he might say in his passion; also he desired my 
mother to use the same persuasions to me too, and we might live together as 
we used to do. 


I found the effects of this treaty presently. My husband’s conduct was 
immediately altered, and he was quite another man to me; nothing could be 
kinder and more obliging than he was to me upon all occasions; and I could 
do no less than make some return to it, which I did as well as I could, but it 
was but in an awkward manner at best, for nothing was more frightful to me 
than his caresses, and the apprehensions of being with child again by him 
was ready to throw me into fits; and this made me see that there was an 


absolute necessity of breaking&Y the case to him without any more delay, 
which, however, I did with all the caution and reserve imaginable. 


He had continued his altered carriage to me near a month, and we began 
to live a new kind of life with one another, and could I have satisfied myself 
to have gone on with it, I believe it might have continued as long as we had 
continued alive together. One evening, as we were sitting and talking 
together under a little awning, which served as an arbour at the entrance 
into the garden, he was in a very pleasant, agreeable humour, and said 
abundance of kind things to me relating to the pleasure of our present good 
agreement, and the disorders of our past breach, and what a satisfaction it 
was to him that we had room to hope we should never have any more of it. 


I fetched a deep sigh, and told him there was nobody in the world could 
be more delighted than I was in the good agreement we had always kept up, 
or more afflicted with the breach of it; but I was sorry to tell him that there 
was an unhappy circumstance in our case, which lay too close to my heart, 
and which I knew not how to break to him, that rendered my part of it very 
miserable, and took from me all the comfort of the rest. 


He importuned& me to tell him what it was. I told him I could not tell 
how to do it; that while it was concealed from him, I alone was unhappy, 
but if he knew it also, we should be both so; and that, therefore, to keep him 
in the dark about it was the kindest thing that I could do, and it was on that 
account alone that I kept a secret from him, the very keeping of which, I 
thought, would first or last be my destruction. 


It is impossible to express his surprise at this relation, and the double 
importunity which he used with me to discover it to him. He told me I could 
not be called kind to him, nay, I could not be faithful to him, if I concealed 
it from him. I told him I thought so too, and yet I could not do it. He went 
back to what I had said before to him, and told me he hoped it did not relate 
to what I said in my passion, and that he had resolved to forget all that as 
the effect of a rash, provoked spirit. I told him I wished I could forget it all 
too, but that it was not to be done, the impression was too deep, and it was 
impossible. 


He then told me he was resolved not to differ with me in anything, and 
that therefore he would importune me no more about it, resolving to 
acquiesce in whatever I did or said; only begged I would then agree, that 
whatever it was, it should no more interrupt our quiet and our mutual 
kindness. 


This was the most provoking thing he could have said to me, for I really 
wanted his further importunities, that I might be prevailed with to bring out 
that which indeed was like death to me to conceal. So I answered him 
plainly that I could not say I was glad not to be importuned, though I could 
not tell how to comply. “But come, my dear,” said I, “what conditions will 
you make with me upon the opening this affair to you?” 


“Any conditions in the world,” said he, “that you can in reason desire of 


me.” “Well,” said I, “come, give it me under your hand,& that if you do not 
find I am in any fault, or that I am willingly concerned in the causes of the 
misfortunes that is to follow, you will not blame me, use me the worse, do 
me any injury, or make me be the sufferer for that which is not my fault.” 


“That,” says he, “is the most reasonable demand in the world; not to 
blame you for that which is not your fault. Give me a pen and ink,” says he; 
so I ran in and fetched pen, ink, and paper, and he wrote the condition down 
in the very words I had proposed it, and signed it with his name. “Well,” 
says he, “what is next, my dear?” “Why,” says I, “the next is, that you will 
not blame me for not discovering the secret to you before I knew it.” “Very 
just again,” says he; “with all my heart;” so he wrote down that also, and 
signed it. 


“Well, my dear,” says I, “then I have but one condition more to make with 
you, and that is, that as there is nobody concerned in it but you and I, you 
Shall not discover it to any person in the world, except your own mother; 
and that in all the measures you shall take upon the discovery, as I am 
equally concerned in it with you, though as innocent as yourself, you shall 


do nothing in a passion, nothing to my prejudice,S or to your mother’s 
prejudice, without my knowledge and consent.” 


This a little amazed him, and he wrote down the words distinctly, but read 
them over and over before he signed them, hesitating at them several times, 
and repeating them: “My mother’s prejudice! and your prejudice! What 
mysterious thing can this be?” However, at last he signed it. 


“Well,” says I, “my dear, I'll ask you no more under your hand; but as you 
are to hear the most unexpected and surprising thing that perhaps ever 
befell any family in the world, I beg you to promise me you will receive it 
with composure and a presence of mind suitable to a man of sense.” 


“T’ll do my utmost,” says he, “upon condition you will keep me no longer 
in suspense, for you terrify me with all these preliminaries.” 


“Well, then,” says I, “it is this: As I told you before in a heat, that I was 
not your lawful wife, and that our children were not legal children, so I 
must let you know now in calmness, and in kindness, but with affliction 


enough, that I am your own sister, and you my own brother, and that we are 
both the children of our mother now alive, and in the house, who is 
convinced of the truth of it, in a manner not to be denied or contradicted.” 


I saw him turn pale and look wild; and I said, “Now remember your 
promise, and receive it with presence of mind; for who could have said 
more to prepare you for it than I have done?” However, I called a servant, 


and got him a little glass of rum (which is the usual dram£& of the country), 
for he was fainting away. 


When he was a little recovered I said to him, “This story, you may be 
sure, requires a long explanation, and, therefore, have patience and 
compose your mind to hear it out, and I’ll make it as short as I can;” and 
with this, I told him what I thought was needful of the fact, and particularly 
how my mother came to discover it to me, as above. “And now, my dear,” 


says I, “you will see reason for my capitulations, da and that I neither have 


been the cause of this matter, nor could be so, and that I could know nothing 
of it before now.” 


“T am fully satisfied of that,” says he, “but ’t is a dreadful surprise to me; 
however, I know a remedy for it all, and a remedy that shall put an end to 
all your difficulties, without your going to England.” “That would be 
strange,” said I, “as all the rest.” “No, no,” says he, “I’ll make it easy; 
there’s nobody in the way of it all but myself.” He looked a little disordered 
when he said this, but I did not apprehend anything from it at that time, 
believing, as it used to be said, that they who do those things never talk of 
them, or that they who talk of such things never do them. 


But things were not come to their height with him, and I observed he 
became pensive and melancholy; and in a word, as I thought, a little 


distempered@2 in his head. I endeavoured to talk him into temper, and into a 
kind of scheme for our government in the affair, and sometimes he would 
be well, and talk with some courage about it; but the weight of it lay too 
heavy upon his thoughts, and went so far that he made two attempts upon 


himself, and in one of them had actually strangled2¢ himself, and had not 
his mother come into the room in the very moment, he had died; but with 
the help of a negro servant, she cut him down and recovered him. 


Things were now come to a lamentable height. My pity for him now 
began to revive that affection which at first I really had for him, and I 
endeavoured sincerely, by all the kind carriage I could, to make up the 
breach; but, in short, it had gotten too great a head, it preyed upon his 
spirits, and it threw him into a lingering consumption, though it happened 
not to be mortal. In this distress I did not know what to do, as his life was 
apparently declining, and I might perhaps have married again there, very 
much to my advantage, had it been my business to have stayed in the 
country; but my mind was restless too; I hankered after coming to England, 
and nothing would satisfy me without it. 


In short, by an unwearied importunity, my husband, who was apparently 
decaying, as I observed, was at last prevailed with; and so my fate pushing 
me on, the way was made clear for me, and my mother concurring, I 
obtained a very good cargo for my coming to England. 


When I parted with my brother (for such I am now to call him), we agreed 
that after I arrived, he should pretend to have an account that I was dead in 
England, and so might marry again when he would. He promised, and 
engaged to me to correspond with me as a sister, and to assist and support 
me as long as I lived; and that if he died before me, he would leave 
sufficient to his mother to take care of me still, in the name of a sister, and 
he was in some respects just to this; but it was so oddly managed that I felt 
the disappointments very sensibly afterwards, as you shall hear in its time. 


I came away in the month of August, after I had been eight years in that 
country; and now a new scene of misfortunes attended me, which perhaps 
few women have gone through the like. 


We had an indifferent good voyage till we came just upon the coast of 
England, and where we arrived in two-and-thirty days, but were then ruffled 
with two or three storms, one of which drove us away to the coast of 


Ireland, and we put in at Kinsale.2& We remained there about thirteen days, 
got some refreshment on shore, and put to sea again, though we met with 


very bad weather again, in which the ship sprung her mainmast,@£ as they 


called it. But we got at last into Milford Haven, in Wales, where, though it 
was remote from our port, yet having my foot safe upon the firm ground of 


the isle of Britain, I resolved to venture it no more upon the waters, which 
had been so terrible to me; so getting my clothes and money on shore, with 
my bills of loading and other papers, I resolved to come for London, and 
leave the ship to get to her port as she could; the port whither she was 


bound was to Bristol,@8 where my brother’s chief correspondent@2 lived. 


I got to London in about three weeks, where I heard a little while after 
that the ship was arrived at Bristol, but at the same time had the misfortune 
to know that by the violent weather she had been in, and the breaking of her 
mainmast, she had great damage on board, and that a great part of her cargo 
was spoiled. 


I had now a new scene of life upon my hands, and a dreadful appearance 
it had. I was come away with a kind of final farewell. What I brought with 
me was indeed considerable, had it come safe, and by the help of it I might 
have married again tolerably well; but as it was, I was reduced to between 
two or three hundred pounds in the whole, and this without any hope of 


recruit. I was entirely without friends, nay, even so much as without 


acquaintances, for I found it was absolutely necessary not to revive former 
acquaintance; and as for my subtle friend that set me up formerly for a 
fortune, she was dead, and her husband also. 


The looking after my cargo of goods soon after obliged me to take a 
journey to Bristol, and during my attendance upon that affair I took the 


diversion of going to Bath, J for as I was still far from being old, so my 
humour, which was always gay, continued so to an extreme; and being now, 
as it were, a woman of fortune, though I was a woman without a fortune, I 
expected something or other might happen in the way that might mend my 
circumstances, as had been my case before. 


Bath is a place of gallantry enough; expensive, and full of snares.2K | 
went thither, indeed, in the view of taking what might offer; but I must do 
myself that justice as to protest I meant nothing but in an honest way, nor 
had any thoughts about me at first that looked the way which afterwards I 
suffered them to be guided. 


Here I stayed the whole latter season, as it is called there, and 


contracted some unhappy acquaintance, which rather prompted the follies I 
fell afterwards into than fortified me against them. I lived pleasantly 
enough, kept good company, that is to say, gay, fine company; but had the 
discouragement to find this way of living sunk me exceedingly, and that as I 
had no settled income, so spending upon the main stock was but a certain 
kind of bleeding to death; and this gave me many sad reflections. However, 
I shook them off, and still flattered myself that something or other might 
offer for my advantage. 


But I was in the wrong place for it. I was not now at Redriff, where if I 
had set myself tolerably up, some honest sea captain or other might have 
talked with me upon the honourable terms of matrimony; but I was at Bath, 
where men find a mistress sometimes, but very rarely look for a wife; and 
consequently all the particular acquaintances a woman can expect there 
must have some tendency that way. 


I had spent the first season well enough; for though I had contracted some 
acquaintance with a gentleman who came to Bath for his diversion, yet I 


had entered into no felonious#2 treaty. I had resisted some casual offers of 


gallantry, and had managed that way well enough. I was not wicked enough 
to come into the crime for the mere vice of it, and I had no extraordinary 
offers that tempted me with the main thing which I wanted. 


However, I went this length the first season, viz., I contracted an 
acquaintance with a woman in whose house I lodged, who, though she did 


not keep an ill house,@2 yet had none of the best principles in herself. I had 


on all occasions behaved myself so well as not to get the least slur upon my 
reputation, and all the men that I had conversed with were of so good 


reputation that I had not gotten the least reflection@2 by conversing with 
them; nor did any of them seem to think there was room for a wicked 


correspondence@P if they had offered it; yet there was one gentleman, as 
above, who always singled me out for the diversion of my company, as he 
called it, which, as he was pleased to say, was very agreeable to him, but at 
that time there was no mote in it. 


I had many melancholy hours at Bath after all the company was gone; for 
though I went to Bristol sometimes for the disposing my effects, and for 
recruits of money, yet I chose to come back to Bath for my residence, 
because, being on good terms with the woman in whose house I lodged in 
the summer, I found that during the winter I lived rather cheaper there than I 
could do anywhere else. Here, I say, I passed the winter as heavily as I had 
passed the autumn cheerfully; but having contracted a nearer intimacy with 
the said woman, in whose house I lodged, I could not avoid communicating 
something of what lay hardest upon my mind, and particularly the 
narrowness of my circumstances. I told her also, that I had a mother and a 
brother in Virginia in good circumstances; and as I had really written back 
to my mother in particular to represent my condition, and the great loss I 
had received, so I did not fail to let my new friend know that I expected a 
supply from thence, and so indeed I did; and as the ships went from Bristol 
to York River, in Virginia, and back again generally in less time than from 
London, and that my brother corresponded chiefly at Bristol, I thought it 
was much better for me to wait here for my returns than to go to London. 


My new friend appeared sensibly affected with my condition, and indeed 
was so very kind as to reduce the rate of my living with her to so low a 
price during the winter, that she convinced me she got nothing by me; and 
as for lodging, during the winter I paid nothing at all. 


When the spring season came on, she continued to be as kind to me as she 
could, and I lodged with her for a time, till it was found necessary to do 
otherwise. She had some persons of character that frequently lodged in her 
house, and in particular the gentleman who, as I said, singled me out for his 
companion in the winter before; and he came down again with another 
gentleman in his company and two servants, and lodged in the same house. 
I suspected that my landlady had invited him thither, letting him know that I 
was still with her; but she denied it. 


In a word, this gentleman came down and continued to single me out for 


his peculiar@4 confidence. He was a complete gentleman, that must be 
confessed, and his company was agreeable to me, as mine, if I might 
believe him, was to him. He made no professions to me but of an 
extraordinary respect, and he had such an opinion of my virtue, that, as he 


often professed, he believed, if he should offer anything else, I should reject 
him with contempt. He soon understood from me that I was a widow; that I 
had arrived at Bristol from Virginia by the last ships; and that I waited at 
Bath till the next Virginia fleet should arrive, by which I expected 
considerable effects. I understood by him that he had a wife, but that the 


lady was distempered in her head,a and was under the conduct of her own 


relations, which he consented to, to avoid any reflection that might be cast 
upon him for mismanaging her cure; and in the meantime he came to Bath 
to divert his thoughts under such a melancholy circumstance. 


My landlady, who of her own accord encouraged the correspondence on 
all occasions, gave me an advantageous character of him, as of a man of 
honour, and of virtue, as well as of a great estate. And indeed I had reason 
to say so of him too; for though we lodged both on a floor, and he had 
frequently come into my chamber, even when I was in bed, and I also into 
his, yet he never offered anything to me further than a kiss, or so much as 
solicited me to anything till long after, as you shall hear. 


I frequently took notice to my landlady of his exceeding modesty, and she 
again used to tell me she believed it was so from the beginning; however, 
she used to tell me that she thought I ought to expect some gratifications 


from him for my company, for indeed he did as it were to engross¢S me. | 


told her I had not given him the least occasion to think I wanted it, or that I 
would accept of it from him. She told me she would take that part upon her, 
and she managed it so dexterously, that the first time we were together 
alone, after she had talked with him, he began to inquire a little into my 
circumstances, as how I had subsisted myself since I came on shore, and 


whether I did not want money. I stood off very boldly. I told him that 
though my cargo of tobacco was damaged, yet that it was not quite lost; that 
the merchant that I had been consigned to had so honestly managed for me 
that I had not wanted, and that I hoped, with frugal management, I should 
make it hold out till more would come, which I expected by the next fleet; 


that in the meantime I had retrenched@U my expenses, and whereas I kept a 


maid last season, now I lived without; and whereas I had a chamber and a 
dining-room then on the first floor, I now had but one room two pair of 


stairs,2V and the like; “but I live,” said I, “as well satisfied now as then;” 


adding, that his company had made me live much more cheerfully than 
otherwise I should have done, for which I was much obliged to him; and so 
I put off all room for any offer at the present. It was not long before he 


attackedlw me again, and told me he found that I was backward to trust 


him with the secret of my circumstances, which he was sorry for; assuring 
me that he inquired into it with no design to satisfy his own curiosity, but 
merely to assist me if there was any occasion; but since I would not own 
myself to stand in need of any assistance, he had but one thing more to 
desire of me, and that was, that I would promise him that when I was any 
way straitened, I would frankly tell him of it, and that I would make use of 
him with the same freedom that he made the offer; adding, that I should 
always find I had a true friend, though perhaps I was afraid to trust him. 


I omitted nothing that was fit to be said by one infinitely obliged, to let 
him know that I had a due sense of his kindness; and indeed from that time 
I did not appear so much reserved to him as I had done before, though still 
within the bounds of the strictest virtue on both sides; but how free soever 
our conversation was, I could not arrive to that freedom which he desired, 
viz., to tell him I wanted money, though I was secretly very glad of his 
offer. 


Some weeks passed after this, and still I never asked him for money; 
when my landlady, a cunning creature, who had often pressed me to it, but 
found that I could not do it, makes a story of her own inventing, and comes 
in bluntly to me when we were together, “Oh, widow!” says she, “I have 
bad news to tell you this morning.” “What is that?” said I. “Are the Virginia 


ships taken by the French?”28 for that was my fear. “No, no,” says she, “but 
the man you sent to Bristol yesterday for money has come back, and says he 
has brought none.” 


I could by no means like her project; I thought it looked too much like 
prompting him, which he did not want, and I saw that I should lose nothing 
by being backward, so took her up short. “I can’t imagine why he should 
say so,” said I, “for I assure you he brought me all the money I sent him for, 
and here it is,” said I (pulling out my purse with about twelve guineas in it); 
and added, “I intend you shall have most of it by-and-by.” 


He seemed distasted@X a little at her talking as she did, as well as I, taking 
it, as I fancied he would, as something forward of her; but when he saw me 
give such an answer, he came immediately to himself. The next morning we 
talked of it again, when I found he was fully satisfied; and, smiling, said he 
hoped I would not want money, and not tell him of it, and that I had 
promised him otherwise. I told him I had been very much dissatisfied at my 
landlady’s talking so publicly the day before of what she had nothing to do 
with; but I supposed she wanted what I owed her, which was about eight 
guineas, which I had resolved to give her, and had given it her the same 
night. 


He was in a mighty good humour when he heard me say I had paid her, 
and it went off into some other discourse at that time. But the next morning, 
he having heard me up before him, he called to me, and I answered. He 
asked me to come into his chamber; he was in bed when I came in, and he 
made me come and sit down on his bedside, for he said he had something to 
say to me. After some very kind expressions, he asked me if I would be 
very honest to him, and give a sincere answer to one thing he would desire 
of me. After some little cavil with him at the word “sincere,” and asking 
him if I had ever given him any answers which were not sincere, I promised 
him I would. Why, then, his request was, he said, to let him see my purse. I 
immediately put my hand into my pocket, and laughing at him, pulled it 
out, and there was in it three guineas and a half. Then he asked me if there 
was all the money I had. I told him no, laughing again, not by a great deal. 


Well, then, he said, he would have me promise to go and fetch him all the 
money I had, every farthing. I told him I would, and I went into my 
chamber, and fetched him a little private drawer, where I had about six 
guineas more, and some silver, and threw it all down upon the bed, and told 
him there was all my wealth, honestly to a shilling. He looked a little at it, 
but did not tell it, and huddled it all into the drawer again, and then reaching 
his pocket, pulled out a key, and bade me open a little walnut tree box he 
had upon the table, and bring him such a drawer, which I did. In this drawer 
there was a great deal of money in gold, I believe near two hundred 
guineas, but I knew not how much. He took the drawer, and taking me by 
the hand, made me put it in and take a whole handful; I was backward at 


that, but he held my hand hard in his hand, and put it into the drawer, and 
made me take out as many guineas almost as I could well take up at once. 


When I had done so, he made me put them into my lap, and took my little 
drawer, and poured out all my own money among his, and bade me get me 
gone, and carry it all into my own chamber. 


I relate this story the more particularly, because of the good-humour of it, 
and to show the temper with which we conversed. It was not long after this, 
but he began every day to find fault with my clothes, with my laces, and 
head-dresses, and, in a word, pressed me to buy better, which, by the way, I 
was willing enough to do, though I did not seem to be so. I loved nothing in 


the world better than fine clothes; but I told him I must housewife, the 


money he had lent me, or else I should not be able to pay him again. He 
then told me, in a few words, that as he had a sincere respect for me, and 
knew my circumstances, he had not lent me that money, but given it me, 
and that he thought I had merited it from him, by giving him my company 
so entirely as I had done. After this he made me take a maid, and keep 


house, and his friend being gone, he obliged me to diet him,@Z which I did 
very willingly, believing, as it appeared, that I should lose nothing by it, nor 
did the woman of the house fail to find her account in it too. 


We had lived thus near three months, when the company beginning to 
wear away at Bath, he talked of going away, and fain he would have me to 
go to London with him. I was not very easy in that proposal, not knowing 
what posture I was to live in there, or how he might use me. But while this 
was in debate, he fell very sick; he had gone out to a place in Somersetshire, 


called Shepton,£@ and was there taken very ill, and so ill that he could not 
travel; so he sent his man back to Bath, to beg me that I would hire a coach 
and come over to him. Before he went, he had left his money and other 
things of value with me, and what to do with them I did not know, but I 
secured them as well as I could, and locked up the lodgings and went to 
him, where I found him very ill indeed, so I persuaded him to be carried in 
a litter to Bath, where was more help and better advice to be had. 


He consented, and I brought him to Bath, which was about fifteen miles, 
as I remember. Here he continued very ill of a fever, and kept his bed five 


weeks, all which time I nursed him and tended him as carefully as if I had 
been his wife; indeed, if I had been his wife I could not have done more. I 
sat up with him so much and so often, that at last, indeed, he would not let 


me sit up any longer, and then I got a pallet-bed&2 


it just at his bed’s feet. 


into his room, and lay in 


I was indeed sensibly affected with his condition, and with the 
apprehensions of losing such a friend as he was, and was like to be to me, 
and I used to sit and cry by him many hours together. At last he grew better, 
and gave hopes that he would recover, as indeed he did, though very slowly. 


Were it otherwise than what I am going to say, I should not be backward 
to disclose it, as it is apparent I have done in other cases; but I affirm, 


through all this conversation, abating£© the coming into the chamber when I 
or he was in bed, and the necessary offices of attending him night and day 
when he was sick, there had not passed the least immodest word or action 
between us. Oh that it had been so to the last! 


After some time he gathered strength and grew well apace, and I would 
have removed my pallet-bed, but he would not let me, till he was able to 
venture himself without anybody to sit up with him, when I removed to my 
own chamber. 


He took many occasions to express his sense of my tenderness for him; 
and when he grew well he made me a present of fifty guineas for my care, 
and, as he called it, hazarding my life to save his. 


And now he made deep protestations of a sincere inviolable affection for 
me, but with the utmost reserve for my virtue and his own. I told him I was 
fully satisfied of it. He carried it that length that he protested to me, that if 
he was naked in bed with me, he would as sacredly preserve my virtue as he 
would defend it, if I was assaulted by a ravisher. I believed him, and told 
him I did so; but this did not satisfy him; he would, he said, wait for some 
opportunity to give me an undoubted testimony of it. 


It was a great while after this that I had occasion, on my business, to go to 
Bristol, upon which he hired me a coach, and would go with me; and now 


indeed our intimacy increased. From Bristol he carried me to Gloucester, 


which was merely a journey of pleasure, to take the air; and here it was our 


hap£€ to have no lodgings in the inn, but in one large chamber with two 
beds in it. The master of the house going with us to show his rooms, and 
coming into that room, said very frankly to him, “Sir, it is none of my 
business to inquire whether the lady be your spouse or no, but if not, you 
may lie as honestly in these two beds as if you were in two chambers,” and 
with that he pulls a great curtain which drew quite across the room, and 
effectually divided the beds. “Well,” says my friend, very readily, “these 


beds will do; and as for the rest, we are too near akine! to lie together, 


though we may lodge near one another;” and this put an honest face on the 
thing too. When we came to go to bed, he decently went out of the room till 
I was in bed, and then went to bed in the other bed, but lay there talking to 
me a great while. 


At last, repeating his usual saying, that he could lie naked in the bed with 
me, and not offer me the least injury, he starts out of his bed. “And now, my 
dear,” says he, “you shall see how just I will be to you, and that I can keep 
my word,” and away he comes to my bed. 


I resisted a little, but I must confess I should not have resisted him much, 
if he had not made those promises at all; so after a little struggle, I lay still 
and let him come to bed. When he was there he took me in his arms, and so 
I lay all night with him, but he had no more to do with me, or offered 
anything to me, other than embracing me, as I say, in his arms, no, not the 
whole night, but rose up and dressed him in the morning, and left me as 
innocent for him as I was the day I was born. 


This was a surprising thing to me, and perhaps may be so to others, who 
know how the laws of nature work; for he was a vigorous, brisk person. Nor 
did he act thus on a principle of religion at all, but of mere affection; 
insisting on it, that though I was to him the most agreeable woman in the 
world, yet, because he loved me, he could not injure me. 


I own it was a noble principle, but as it was what I never saw before, so it 
was perfectly amazing. We travelled the rest of the journey as we did 
before, and came back to Bath, where, as he had opportunity to come to me 
when he would, he often repeated the same moderation, and I frequently lay 
with him, and although all the familiarities of man and wife were common 
to us, yet he never once offered to go any further, and he valued himself 


much upon it. I do not say that I was so wholly pleased with it as he thought 
I was, for I own I was much wickeder than he. 


We lived thus near two years, only with this exception, that he went three 
times to London in that time, and once he continued there four months; but, 
to do him justice, he always supplied me with money to subsist on very 
handsomely. 


Had we continued thus, I confess we had had much to boast of,£8 but, as 


wise men Say, it is ill venturing too near the brink of a command.£! So we 
found it; and here again I must do him the justice to own that the first 
breach was not on his part. It was one night that we were in bed together 
warm and merry, and having drunk, I think, a little more both of us than 
usual, though not in the least to disorder us, when, after some other follies 
which I cannot name, and being clasped close in his arms, I told him (I 
repeat it with shame and horror of soul) that I could find in my heart to 
discharge him of his engagement for one night and no more. He took me at 
my word immediately, and after that there was no resisting him; neither 
indeed had I any mind to resist him any more. 


Thus the government?! of our virtue was broken, and I exchanged the 
place of friend for that unmusical, harsh-sounding title of whore. In the 


morning we were both at our penitentials;£) I cried very heartily, he 
expressed himself very sorry; but that was all either of us could do at that 
time, and the way being thus cleared, and the bars of virtue and conscience 
thus removed, we had the less to struggle with. 


It was but a dull kind of conversation®< that we had together for all the 
rest of that week; I looked on him with blushes, and every now and then 
started that melancholy objection, “What if I should be with child now? 
What will become of me then?” He encouraged me by telling me, that as 
long as I was true to him, he would be so to me; and since it was gone such 
a length (which indeed he never intended), yet if I was with child, he would 
take care of that and me too. This hardened us both. I assured him if I was 
with child, I would die for want of a midwife rather than name him as the 
father of it; and he assured me I should never want if I should be with child. 
These mutual assurances hardened us in the thing, and after this we 


repeated the crime as often as we pleased, till at length, as I feared, so it 
came to pass, and I was indeed with child. 


After I was sure it was so, and I had satisfied him of it too, we began to 
think of taking measures for the managing it, and I proposed trusting the 
secret to my landlady, and asking her advice, which he agreed to. My 
landlady, a woman (as I found) used to such things, made light of it; she 
said she knew it would come to that at last, and made us very merry about 
it. As I said above, we found her an experienced old lady at such work; she 
undertook everything, engaged to procure a midwife and a nurse, to satisfy 
all inquiries, and bring us off with reputation, and she did so very 
dexterously indeed. 


When I grew near my time, she desired my gentleman to go away to 
London, or make as if he did so. When he was gone, she acquainted the 
parish officers that there was a lady ready to lie in at her house, but that she 
knew her husband very well, and gave them, as she pretended, an account 


of his name, which she called Sir Walter Cleave:2! telling them he was a 


worthy gentleman, and that she would answer for all inquiries, and the like. 
This satisfied the parish officers presently, and I lay in in as much credit as I 
could have done if I had really been my Lady Cleave; and was assisted in 
my travail by three or four of the best citizens’ wives of Bath, which, 
however, made me a little the more expensive to him. I often expressed my 
concern to him about that part, but he bid me not be concerned at it. 


As he had furnished me very sufficiently with money for the 
extraordinary expenses of my lying in, I had everything very handsome 
about me, but did not affect to be so gay or extravagant neither; besides, 
knowing the world, as I had done, and that such kind of things do not often 
last long, I took care to lay up as much money as I could for a wet day, as I 
called it; making him believe it was all spent upon the extraordinary 
appearance of things in my lying in. 

By this means, with what he had given me as above, I had at the end of 
my lying in two hundred guineas by me, including also what was left of my 
own. 


I was brought to bed of a fine boy indeed, and a charming child it was; 
and when he heard of it, he wrote me a very kind, obliging letter about it, 


and then told me he thought it would look better for me to come away for 
London as soon as I was up and well; that he had provided apartments for 


me at Hammersmith,“ as if I came only from London; and that after a 
while I should go back to Bath, and he would go with me. 


I liked his offer very well, and hired a coach on purpose, and taking my 
child and a wet-nurse to tend and suckle it, and a maid-servant with me, 
away I went for London. 


He met me at Reading in his own chariot, and taking me into that, left 
the servant and the child in the hired coach, and so he brought me to my 
new lodgings at Hammersmith; with which I had abundance of reason to be 
very well pleased, for they were very handsome rooms. 


And now I was indeed in the height of what I might call prosperity, and I 
wanted nothing but to be a wife, which, however, could not be in this case, 
and therefore on all occasions I studied to save what I could, as I said 
above, against the time of scarcity; knowing well enough that such things as 
these do not always continue; that men that keep mistresses often change 
them, grow weary of them, or jealous of them, or something or other; and 
sometimes the ladies that are thus well used, are not careful by a prudent 
conduct to preserve the esteem of their persons, or the nice article of their 
fidelity, and then they are justly cast off with contempt. 


But I was secured in this point, for as I had no inclination to change, so I 
had no manner of acquaintance, so no temptation to look any farther. I kept 
no company but in the family where I lodged, and with a clergyman’s lady 
at next door; so that when he was absent I visited nobody, nor did he ever 
find me out of my chamber or parlour whenever he came down; if I went 
anywhere to take the air, it was always with him. 


The living in this manner with him, and his with me, was certainly the 


most undesigned€2 thing in the world; he often protested to me that when 
he became first acquainted with me, and even to the very night when we 


first broke in£2 upon our rules, he never had the least design of lying with 
me; that he always had a sincere affection for me, but not the least real 
inclination to do what he had done. I assured him I never suspected him; 
that if I had I should not so easily have yielded to the freedoms which 


brought it on, but that it was all a surprise, and was owing to our having 
yielded too far to our mutual inclinations that night; and indeed I have often 
observed since, and leave it as a caution to the readers of this story, that we 
ought to be cautious of gratifying our inclinations in loose and lewd 
freedoms, lest we find our resolutions of virtue fail us in the juncture when 
their assistance should be most necessary. 


It is true that from the first hour I began to converse with him, I resolved 
to let him lie with me, if he offered it; but it was because I wanted his help, 
and knew of no other way of securing him. But when we were that night 
together, and, as I have said, had gone such a length, I found my weakness; 
the inclination was not to be resisted, but I was obliged to yield up all even 
before he asked it. 


However, he was so just to me that he never upbraided me with that; nor 
did he ever express the least dislike of my conduct on any other occasion, 
but always protested he was as much delighted with my company as he was 
the first hour we came together. 


It is true that he had no wife, that is to say, she was no wife to him, but the 
reflections of conscience oftentimes snatch a man, especially a man of 
sense, from the arms of a mistress, as it did him at last, though on another 
occasion. 


On the other hand, though I was not without secret reproaches of my own 
conscience for the life I led, and that even in the greatest height of the 
satisfaction I ever took, yet I had the terrible prospect of poverty and 
starving, which lay on me as a frightful spectre, so that there was no 
looking behind me; but as poverty brought me into it, so fear of poverty 
kept me in it, and I frequently resolved to leave it quite off, if I could but 
come to lay up money enough to maintain me. But these were thoughts of 
no weight, and whenever he came to me they vanished; for his company 
was so delightful, that there was no being melancholy when he was there; 
the reflections were all the subject of those hours when I was alone. 


I lived six years in this happy but unhappy condition, in which time I 
brought him three children, but only the first of them lived; and though I 
removed twice in that six years, yet I came back the sixth year to my first 
lodgings at Hammersmith. Here it was that I was one morning surprised 


with a kind but melancholy letter from my gentleman, intimating that he 
was very ill, and was afraid he should have another fit of sickness, but that 
his wife’s relations being in the house with him, it would not be practicable 
to have me with him, which, however, he expressed his great dissatisfaction 
in, and that he wished I could be allowed to tend and nurse him as I did 
before. 


I was very much concermed at this account, and was very impatient to 
know how it was with him. I waited a fortnight or thereabouts, and heard 
nothing, which surprised me, and I began to be very uneasy indeed. I think, 
I may say, that for the next fortnight I was near to distracted. It was my 
particular difficulty, that I did not know directly where he was; for I 
understood at first he was in the lodgings of his wife’s mother; but having 
removed myself to London, I soon found, by the help of the direction I had 
for writing my letters to him, how to inquire after him, and there I found 


that he was at a house in Bloomsbury,£4 whither he had removed his whole 
family; and that his wife and wife’s mother were in the same house, though 


the wife was not suffered©& to know that she was in the same house with her 
husband. 


Here I also soon understood that he was at the last extremity, which made 
me almost at the last extremity too, to have a true account. One night I had 
the curiosity to disguise myself like a servant-maid, in a round cap and 
straw hat, and went to the door, as sent by a lady of his neighbourhood, 
where he lived before, and giving master and mistress’s service, I said I was 
sent to know how Mr. did, and how he had rested that night. In 
delivering this message I got the opportunity I desired; for, speaking with 
one of the maids, I held a long gossip’s tale with her, and had all the 


particulars of his illness, which I found was a pleurisy£= attended with a 
cough and fever. She told me also who was in the house, and how his wife 
was, who, by her relation, they were in some hopes might recover her 
understanding; but as to the gentleman himself, the doctors said there was 
very little hopes of him, that in the morning they thought he had been 
dying, and that he was but little better then, for they did not expect that he 
could live over the next night. 


This was heavy news for me, and I began now to see an end of my 
prosperity, and to see that it was well I had played the good housewife, and 
saved something while he was alive, for now I had no view of my own 
living before me. 


It lay very heavy upon my mind, too, that I had a son, a fine lovely boy, 
about five years old, and no provision made for it, at least that I knew of. 
With these considerations, and a sad heart, I went home that evening, and 
began to cast with myself how I should live, and in what manner to 


bestow£! myself, for the residue of my life. 


You may be sure I could not rest without inquiring again very quickly 
what was become of him; and not venturing to go myself, I sent several 
sham messengers, till after a fortnight’s waiting longer, I found that there 
was hopes of his life, though he was still very ill; then I abated my sending 
to the house, and in some time after, I learnt in the neighbourhood that he 


was about house,£ and then that he was abroad& again. 


I made no doubt then but that I should soon hear of him, and began to 
comfort myself with my circumstances being, as I thought, recovered. I 
waited a week, and two weeks, and with much surprise near two months, 
and heard nothing, but that, being recovered, he was gone into the country 
for the air after his distemper. After this it was yet two months more, and 
then I understood he was come to his city house again, but still I heard 
nothing from him. 


I had written several letters for him, and directed them as usual, and found 
two or three of them had been called for, but not the rest. I wrote again in a 
more pressing manner than ever, and in one of them let him know that I 
must be forced to wait on him myself, representing my circumstances, the 
rent of lodgings to pay, and the provision for the child wanting, and my own 
deplorable condition, destitute of subsistence after his most solemn 
engagement to take care of and provide for me. I took a copy of this letter, 
and finding it lay at the house near a month, and was not called for, I found 
means to have the copy of it put into his hands at a coffee-house where I 
had found he had used to go. 


This letter forced an answer from him, by which, though I found I was to 
be abandoned, yet I found he had sent a letter to me some time before, 
desiring me to go down to Bath again. Its contents I shall come to presently. 


It is true that sick-beds are the times when such correspondences as this 


are looked on with different countenances, and seen with other eyes than 
we saw them with before: my lover had been at the gates of death, and at 
the very brink of eternity; and, it seems, struck with a due remorse, and with 
sad reflections upon his past life of gallantry and levity; and among the rest, 
his criminal correspondence with me, which was indeed neither more or 
less than a long-continued life of adultery, had represented itself as it really 
was, not as it had been formerly thought by him to be, and he looked upon 
it now with a just abhorrence. 


I cannot but observe also, and leave it for the direction of my sex in such 
cases of pleasure, that whenever sincere repentance succeeds such a crime 
as this, there never fails to attend a hatred of the object ; and the more the 
affection might seem to be before, the hatred will be more in proportion. It 
will always be so; indeed it cannot be otherwise; for there cannot be a true 
and sincere abhorrence of the offence, and the love to the cause of it 
remain; there will, with an abhorrence of the sin, be found a detestation of 
the fellow-sinner; you can expect no other. 


I found it so here, though good manners, and justice in this gentleman, 
kept him from carrying it on to any extreme; but the short history of his part 
in this affair was thus; he perceived by my last letter, and by the rest, which 
he went for after, that I was not gone to Bath, and that his first letter had not 
come to my hand, upon which he writes me this following:— 


“MADAM,—I am surprised that my letter, dated the 8th of last month, did 
not come to your hand; I give you my word it was delivered at your 
lodgings, and to the hands of your maid. 


“T need not acquaint you with what has been my condition for some time 
past; and how, having been at the edge of the grave, I am, by the 
unexpected and undeserved mercy of Heaven, restored again. In the 
condition I have been in, it cannot be strange to you that our unhappy 
correspondence has not been the least of the burthens which lay upon my 


conscience. I need say no more; those things that must be repented of, must 
also be reformed. 


“T wish you would think of going back to Bath. I enclose you here a bill 
for £50 for clearing yourself at your lodgings, and carrying you down, and 
hope it will be no surprise to you to add, that on this account only, and not 
for any offence given me on your side, I can see you no more. I will take due 
care of the child; leave him where he is, or take him with you, as you 
please. I wish you the like reflections, and that they may be to your 
advantage.—I am, &c. ” 


I was struck with this letter, as with a thousand wounds; the reproaches of 
my own conscience were such as I cannot express, for I was not blind to my 
own crime; and I reflected that I might with less offence have continued 
with my brother, since there was no crime in our marriage on that score, 
neither of us knowing it. 


But I never once reflected that I was all this while a married woman, a 
wife to Mr.—,, the linen-draper, who, though he had left me by the necessity 
of his circumstances, had no power to discharge me from the marriage 
contract which was between us, or to give me a legal liberty to marry again; 
so that I had been no less than a whore and an adulteress all this while. I 
then reproached myself with the liberties I had taken, and how I had been a 
snare to this gentleman, and that indeed I was principal in the crime; that 


now he was mercifully snatched out of the gulf by a convincing work: 
upon his mind, but that I was left as if I was abandoned by Heaven to a 
continuing in my wickedness. 


Under these reflections I continued very pensive and sad for near a 
month, and did not go down to Bath, having no inclination to be with the 
woman whom I was with before, lest, as I thought, she should prompt me to 
some wicked course of life again, as she had done; and besides, I was loth 
she should know I was cast off as above. 


And now I was greatly perplexed about my little boy. It was death to me 
to part with the child, and yet when I considered the danger of being one 
time or other left with him to keep without being able to support him, I then 
resolved to leave him; but then I concluded to be near him myself too, that I 
might have the satisfaction of seeing him, without the care of providing for 


him. So I sent my gentleman a short letter that I had obeyed his orders in all 
things but that of going back to Bath; that however parting from him was a 
wound to me that I could never recover, yet that I was fully satisfied his 
reflections were just, and would be very far from desiring to obstruct his 
reformation. 


Then I represented my own circumstances to him in the most moving 
terms. I told him that those unhappy distresses which first moved him to a 
generous friendship for me, would, I hoped, move him to a little concern for 
me now, though the criminal part of our correspondence, which I believe 
neither of us intended to fall into at that time, was broken off; that I desired 
to repent as sincerely as he had done, but entreated him to put me in some 
condition that I might not be exposed to temptations from the frightful 
prospect of poverty and distress; and if he had the least apprehensions of 
my being troublesome to him, I begged he would put me in a posture to go 
back to my mother in Virginia, from whence he knew I came, and that 
would put an end to all his fears on that account. I concluded, that if he 
would send me £50 more to facilitate my going away, I would send him 
back a general release, and would promise never to disturb him more with 
any importunities; unless it were to hear of the well-doing of the child, who, 
if I found my mother living, and my circumstances able, I would send for, 
and take him also off his hands. 


This was indeed all a cheat thus far, viz., that I had no intention to go to 
Virginia, as the account of my former affairs there may convince anybody 
of; but the business was to get this last £50 of him, if possible, knowing 
well enough it would be the last penny I was ever to expect. 


However, the argument I used, namely, of giving him a general release, 
and never troubling him any more, prevailed effectually, and he sent me a 
bill for the money by a person who brought with him a general release for 


me to sign, and which I frankly£ signed; and thus, though full sore against 
my will, a final end was put to this affair. 


And here I cannot but reflect upon the unhappy consequence of too great 


freedoms between persons statedl2 as we were, upon the pretence of 
innocent intentions, love of friendship, and the like; for the flesh has 
generally so great a share in those friendships, that it is great odds but 


inclination prevails at last over the most solemn resolutions; and that vice 
breaks in at the breaches of decency, which really innocent friendship ought 
to preserve with the greatest strictness. But I leave the readers of these 
things to their own just reflections, which they will be more able to make 
effectual than I, who so soon forgot myself, and am therefore but a very 


indifferent monitor.42 


I was now a single person again, as I may call myself; I was loosed from 
all the obligations either of wedlock or mistress-ship in the world, except 
my husband the linen-draper, whom I having not now heard from in almost 
fifteen years, nobody could blame me for thinking myself entirely freed 
from; seeing also he had at his going away told me, that if I did not hear 
frequently from him, I should conclude he was dead, and I might freely 
marry again to whom I pleased. 


I now began to cast up my accounts. I had by many letters, and much 
importunity, and with the intercession of my mother too, had a second 
return of some goods from my brother, as I now call him, in Virginia, to 
make up the damage of the cargo I brought away with me, and this too was 
upon the condition of my sealing a general release to him, which, though I 
thought hard, yet I was obliged to promise. I managed so well in this case, 
that I got my goods away before the release was signed, and then I always 
found something or other to say to evade the thing, and to put off the 


signing it at all; till at length I pretended fo | must write to my brother 
before I could do it. 


Including this recruit,{¢ and before I got the last £50, I found my strength 


to amount, put all together, to about £400, so that with that I had above 
£450. I had saved £100 more, but I met with a disaster with that, which was 


this—that a goldsmith in whose hands I had trusted it broke,22 so I lost £70 
of my money, the man’s composition not making above £30 out of his £100. 


I had a little plate,A¢ but not much, and was well enough stocked with 
clothes and linen. 


With this stock I had the world to begin again; but you are to consider that 
I was not now the same woman as when I lived at Rotherhithe; for, first of 
all, I was near twenty years older, and did not look the better for my age, 


nor for my rambles to Virginia and back again; and though I omitted 


nothing that might set me out to advantage, except painting,{& for that I 
never stooped to, yet there would always be some difference seen between 
five-and-twenty and two-and-forty. 


I cast about innumerable ways for my future state of life, and began to 
consider very seriously what I should do, but nothing offered. I took care to 
make the world take me for something more than I was, and had it given 
out that I was a fortune, and that my estate was in my own hands, the last of 
which was very true, the first of it was as above. I had no acquaintance, 
which was one of my worst misfortunes, and the consequence of that was, I 
had no adviser, and, above all, I had nobody to whom I could in confidence 
commit the secret of my circumstances; and I found by experience, that to 
be friendless is the worst condition, next to being in want, that a woman can 
be reduced to: I say a woman, because ’t is evident men can be their own 
advisers and their own directors, and know how to work themselves out of 
difficulties and into business better than women; but if a woman has no 
friend to communicate her affairs to, and to advise and assist her, ’t is ten to 
one but she is undone ; nay, and the more money she has, the more danger 
she is in of being wronged and deceived; and this was my case in the affair 
of the £100 which I left in the hands of the goldsmith, as above, whose 
credit, it seems, was upon the ebb before, but I, that had nobody to consult 
with, knew nothing of it, and so lost my money. 


When a woman is thus left desolate and void of counsel, she is just like a 
bag of money or a jewel dropt on the highway, which is a prey to the next 
comer; if a man of virtue and upright principles happens to find it, he will 


have it cried, and the owner may come to hear of it again; but how many 
times shall such a thing fall into hands that will make no scruple of seizing 
it for their own, to once that it shall come into good hands? 


This was evidently my case, for I was now a loose, unguided creature, and 
had no help, no assistance, no guide for my conduct; I knew what I aimed 
at, and what I wanted, but knew nothing how to pursue the end by direct 
means. I wanted to be placed in a settled state of living, and had I happened 
to meet with a sober, good husband, I should have been as true a wife to 
him as virtue itself could have formed. If I had been otherwise, the vice 


came in always at the door of necessity, not at the door of inclination; and I 
understood too well, by the want of it, what the value of a settled life was, 
to do anything to forfeit the felicity of it; nay, I should have made the better 
wife for all the difficulties I had passed through, by a great deal; nor did I in 
any of the times that I had been a wife give my husbands the least 
uneasiness on account of my behaviour. 


But all this was nothing; I found no encouraging prospect. I waited; I 
lived regularly, and with as much frugality as became my circumstances; 
but nothing offered, nothing presented, and the main stock wasted apace. 
What to do I knew not; the terror of approaching poverty lay hard upon my 
spirits. | had some money, but where to place it I knew not, nor would the 
interest of it maintain me, at least not in London. 


At length a new scene opened. There was in the house where I lodged a 


north-country gentlewoman,!2 and nothing was more frequent in her 
discourse than her account of the cheapness of provisions, and the easy way 
of living in her country; how plentiful and how cheap everything was, what 
good company they kept, and the like; till at last I told her she almost 
tempted me to go and live in her country; for I that was a widow, though I 
had sufficient to live on, yet had no way of increasing it; and that London 
was an extravagant place; that I found I could not live here under £100 a 
year, unless I kept no company, no servant, made no appearance, and buried 
myself in privacy, as if I was obliged to it by necessity. 


I should have observed, that she was always made to believe, as 
everybody else was, that I was a great fortune, or at least that I had three or 
four thousand pounds, if not more, and all in my own hands; and she was 
mighty sweet upon me when she thought me inclined in the least to go into 
her country. She said she had a sister lived near Liverpool; that her brother 
was a considerable gentleman there, and had a great estate also in Ireland; 
that she would go down there in about two months, and if I would give her 
my company thither, I should be as welcome as herself for a month or more 
as I pleased, till I should see how I liked the country; and if I thought fit to 
live there, she would undertake they would take care, though they did not 
entertain lodgers themselves, they would recommend me to some agreeable 
family, where I should be placed to my content. 


If this woman had known my real circumstances, she would never have 
laid so many snares, and taken so many weary steps, to catch a poor 
desolate creature that was good for little when it was caught; and indeed I, 
whose case was almost desperate, and thought I could not be much worse, 
was not very anxious about what might befall me, provided they did me no 
personal injury; so I suffered myself, though not without a great deal of 
invitation, and great professions of sincere friendship and real kindness—I 
say, I suffered myself to be prevailed upon to go with her, and accordingly I 
put myself in a posture for a journey, though I did not absolutely know 
whither I was to go. 


And now I found myself in great distress; what little I had in the world 
was all in money, except, as before, a little plate, some linen, and my 
clothes; as for household stuff, I had little or none, for I had lived always in 
lodgings; but I had not one friend in the world with whom to trust that little 
I had, or to direct me how to dispose of it. I thought of the bank, and of the 
other companies in London, but I had no friend to commit the management 


of it to, and to keep and carry about me bank bills, tallies th orders, and 
such things, I looked upon as unsafe; that if they were lost, my money was 
lost, and then I was undone; and, on the other hand, I might be robbed, and 
perhaps murdered in a strange place for them; and what to do I knew not. 


It came into my thoughts one morning that I would go to the bank myself, 
where I had often been to receive the interest of some bills I had, and where 
I had found the clerk, to whom I applied myself, very honest to me, and 


particularly so fair one time, that when I had mistold!i my money, and taken 
less than my due, and was coming away, he set me to rights and gave me 
the rest, which he might have put into his own pocket. 


I went to him and asked if he would trouble himself to be my adviser, 
who was a poor friendless widow, and knew not what to do. He told me, if I 
desired his opinion of anything within the reach of his business, he would 
do his endeavour that I should not be wronged, but that he would also help 
me to a good, sober person of his acquaintance, who was a clerk in such 
business too, though not in their house, whose judgment was good, and 
whose honesty I might depend upon; “for,” added he, “I will answer for 
him, and for every step he takes; if he wrongs you, madam, of one farthing, 


it shall lie at my door; and he delights to assist people in such cases—he 
does it as an act of charity.” 


I was a little at a stand at this discourse; but after some pause I told him I 
had rather have depended upon him, because I had found him honest, but if 
that could not be, I would take his recommendation sooner than any one’s 
else. “I dare say, madam,” says he, “that you will be as well satisfied with 
my friend as with me, and he is thoroughly able to assist you, which I am 
not.” It seems he had his hands full of the business of the bank, and had 
engaged to meddle with no other business than that of his office: he added, 
that his friend should take nothing of me for his advice or assistance, and 
this indeed encouraged me. 


He appointed the same evening, after the bank was shut, for me to meet 
him and his friend. As soon as I saw his friend, and he began but to talk of 
the affair, I was fully satisfied I had a very honest man to deal with; his 
countenance spoke it; and his character, as I heard afterwards, was 
everywhere so good, that I had no room for any more doubts upon me. 


After the first meeting, in which I only said what I had said before, he 
appointed me to come the next day, telling me I might in the meantime 
satisfy myself of him by inquiry, which, however, I knew not how to do, 
having no acquaintance myself. 


Accordingly I met him the next day, when I entered more freely with him 
into my case. I told him my circumstances at large: that I was a widow 
come over from America, perfectly desolate and friendless ; that I had a 
little money, and but a little, and was almost distracted for fear of losing it, 
having no friend in the world to trust with the management of it; that I was 
going into the north of England to live cheap, that my stock might not 
waste; that I would willingly lodge my money in the bank, but that I durst 
not carry the bills about me; and how to correspond about it, or with whom, 
I knew not. 


He told me I might lodge the money in the bank as an account, and its 
being entered in the books would entitle me to the money at any time; and if 
I was in the north I might draw bills on the cashier, and receive it when I 
would; but that then it would be esteemed as running cash, and the bank 
would give no interest for it; that I might buy stock with it, and so it would 


lie in store for me, but that then if I wanted to dispose of it, I must come up 
to town to transfer it, and even it would be with some difficulty I should 
receive the half-yearly dividend, unless I was here in person, or had some 
friend I could trust with having the stock in his name to do it for me, and 
that would have the same difficulty in it as before; and with that he looked 
hard at me and smiled a little. At last says he, “Why do you not get a head- 


steward, tJ madam, that may take you and your money together, and then 
you would have the trouble taken off of your hands?” “Ay, sir, and the 
money too, it may be,” said I; “for truly I find the hazard that way is as 
much as ’t is t’ other way,” but I remember I said secretly to myself, “I wish 
you would ask me the question fairly; I would consider very seriously on it 
before I said No.” 


He went on a good way with me, and I thought once or twice he was in 
earnest, but, to my real affliction, I found at last he had a wife; but when he 
owned he had a wife he shook his head, and said with some concern, that 
indeed he had a wife, and no wife. I began to think he had been in the 
condition of my late lover, and that his wife had been lunatic, or some such 
thing. However, we had not much more discourse at that time, but he told 
me he was in too much hurry of business then, but that if I would come 
home to his house after their business was over, he would consider what 
might be done for me, to put my affairs in a posture of security. I told him I 
would come, and desired to know where he lived. He gave me a direction in 
writing, and when he gave it me he read it to me, and said, “There ’t is, 
madam, if you dare trust yourself with me.” “Yes, sir,” said I, “I believe I 
may venture to trust you with myself, for you have a wife, you say, and I 
don’t want a husband; besides, I dare trust you with my money, which is all 
I have in the world, and if that were gone, I may trust myself anywhere.” 


He said some things in jest that were very handsome and mannerly, and 
would have pleased me very well if they had been in earnest; but that 
passed over, I took the directions, and appointed to be at his house at seven 
o’clock the same evening. 


When I came he made several proposals for my placing my money in the 
bank, in order to my having interest for it; but still some difficulty or other 
came in the way, which he objected as not safe; and I found such a sincere 


disinterested! honesty in him, that I began to think I had certainly found 
the honest man I wanted, and that I could never put myself into better 
hands; so I told him with a great deal of frankness that I had never met with 
a man or woman yet that I could trust, or in whom I could think myself 
safe, but that I saw he was so disinterestedly concerned for my safety, that I 
would freely trust him with the management of that little I had, if he would 
accept to be steward for a poor widow that could give him no salary. 


He smiled, and, standing up, with great respect saluted me. He told me he 
could not but take it very kindly that I had so good an opinion of him; that 
he would not deceive me; that he would do anything in his power to serve 
me, and expect no salary; but that he could not by any means accept of a 
trust that might bring him to be suspected of self-interest, and that if I 
should die he might have disputes with my executors, which he should be 
very loth to encumber himself with. 


I told him if those were all his objections I would soon remove them, and 
convince him that there was not the least room for any difficulty ; for that, 
first, as for suspecting him, if ever, now was the time to suspect him, and 
not to put the trust into his hands; and whenever I did suspect him, he could 
but throw it up then, and refuse to go on. Then, as to executors, I assured 
him I had no heirs, nor any relations in England, and I would have neither 
heirs or executors but himself, unless I should alter my condition, and then 
his trust and trouble should cease together, which, however, I had no 
prospect of yet; but I told him if I died as I was, it should be all his own, 
and he would deserve it by being so faithful to me, as I was satisfied he 
would be. 


He changed his countenance at this discourse, and asked me how I came 
to have so much goodwill for him; and looking very much pleased, said he 
might very lawfully wish he was single for my sake. I smiled, and told him, 
that as he was not, my offer could have no design upon him, and to wish 
was not to be allowed, ’t was criminal to his wife. 


He told me I was wrong; “for,” says he, “as I said before, I have a wife 
and no wife, and’t would be no sin to wish her hanged.” “I know nothing of 
your circumstances that way, sir,” said I; “but it cannot be innocent to wish 
your wife dead.” “I tell you,” says he again, “she is a wife and no wife; you 
don’t know what I am, or what she is.” 


“That’s true,” said I, “sir, I don’t know what you are; but I believe you to 
be an honest man, and that’s the cause of all my confidence in you. ” 


“Well, well,” says he, “and so I am; but I am something else too, madam; 
for,” says he, “to be plain with you, I am a cuckold, and she is a whore.” He 
spoke it in a kind of jest, but it was with such an awkward smile, that I 
perceived it stuck very close to him, and he looked dismally when he said 
It. 


“That alters the case indeed, sir,” said I, “as to that part you were speaking 
of; but a cuckold, you know, may be an honest man; it does not alter that 
case at all. Besides, I think,” said I, “since your wife is so dishonest to you, 
you are too honest to her to own her for your wife; but that,” said I, “is what 
I have nothing to do with.” “Nay,” says he, “I do think to clear my hands of 


her; for, to be plain with you, madam,” added he, “I am no contented 
cuckold neither: on the other hand, I assure you it provokes me to the 
highest degree, but I can’t help myself; she that will be a whore, will be a 
whore.” 


I waived the discourse, and began to talk of my business; but I found he 
could not have done with it, so I let him alone, and he went on to tell me all 
the circumstances of his case, too long to relate here; particularly, that 
having been out of England some time before he came to the post he was in, 
she had had two children in the meantime by an officer in the army; and 


that when he came to England, and, upon her submission, _- took her again, 


and maintained her very well, yet she ran away from him with a linen- 
draper’s apprentice, robbed him of what she could come at, and continued 
to live from him still; “so that, madam,” says he, “she is a whore not by 
necessity, which is the common bait, but by inclination, and for the sake of 
the vice.” 


Well, I pitied him, and wished him well rid of her, and still would have 
talked of my business, but it would not do. At last he looked steadily at me. 
“Look you, madam,” says he, “you came to ask advice of me, and I will 
serve you as faithfully as if you were my own sister; but I must turn the 
tables, since you oblige me to do it, and are so friendly to me, and I think I 
must ask advice of you. Tell me, what must a poor abused fellow do with a 
whore? What can I do to do myself justice upon her?” 


“Alas! sir,” says I, “ ’t is a case too nice! for me to advise in, but it 


seems to me she has run away from you, so you are rid of her fairly; what 
can you desire more?” “Ay, she is gone indeed,” said he, “but I am not clear 
of her for all that.” “That’s true,” says I; “she may indeed run you into debt, 
but the law has furnished you with methods to prevent that also; you may 


cry her down,/2 as they call it.” 


“No, no,” says he, “that is not the case; I have taken care of all that; ’t is 
not that part that I speak of, but I would be rid of her that I might marry 
again.” 


“Well, sir,” says I, “then you must divorce her; if you can prove what you 
Say, you may certainly get that done, and then you are free.” 


“That’s very tedious and expensive,” says he. 


“Why,” says I, “if you can get any woman you like to take your word, I 
suppose your wife would not dispute the liberty with you that she takes 
herself.” 


“Ay,” says he, “but it would be hard to bring an honest woman to do that; 
and for the other sort,” says he, “I have had enough of her to meddle with 
any more whores.” 


It occurred to me presently, “I would have taken your word with all my 
heart, if you had but asked me the question;” but that was to myself. To him 
I replied, “Why, you shut the door against any honest woman accepting 
you, for you condemn all that should venture upon you, and conclude that a 
woman that takes you now can’t be honest.” 


“Why,” says he, “I wish you would satisfy me that an honest woman 
would take me; I’d venture it;” and then turns short upon me, “Will you 
take me, madam?” 


“That’s not a fair question,” says I, “after what you have said; however, 
lest you should think I wait only a recantation of it, I shall answer you 
plainly, No, not I; my business is of another kind with you; and I did not 
expect you would have turned my serious application to you, in my 


distracted case, into a comedy.”£2 


“Why, madam,” says he, “my case is as distracted as yours can be, and I 
stand in as much need of advice as you do, for I think if I have not relief 
somewhere I shall be mad myself, and I know not what course to take, I 
protest to you.” 


“Why, sir,” says I, “ ’t is easier to give advice in your case than mine.” 
“Speak, then,” says he, “I beg of you, for now you encourage me.” 


“Why,” says I, “if your case is so plain, you may be legally divorced, and 
then you may find honest women enough to ask the question of fairly; the 
sex is not so scarce that you can want a wife.” 


“Well, then,” said he, “I am in eamest; I’l] take your advice; but shall I 
ask you one question seriously beforehand?” 


“Any question,” said I; “but that you did before.” 


“No, that answer will not do,” said he, “for, in short, that is the question I 
Shall ask.” 


“You may ask what questions you please, but you have my answer to that 
already,” said I; “besides, sir,” said I, “can you think so ill of me as that I 
would give any answer to such a question beforehand? Can any woman 
alive believe you in earnest, or think you design anything but to banter 
her?” 


“Well, well,” says he, “I do not banter you, I am in earnest; consider of 
it.” 

“But, sir,” says I, a little gravely, “I came to you about my own business; I 
beg of you to let me know what you will advise me to do?” 


“T will be prepared,” says he, “against!R you come again.” 
“Nay,” says I, “you have forbid my coming any more.” 
“Why so?” said he, and looked a little surprised. 


“Because,” said I, “you can’t expect I should visit you on the account you 
talk of.” 


“Well,” says he, “you shall promise to come again, however, and I will 
not say any more of it till I have the divorce. But I desire you’ll prepare to 


be better conditioned! when that’s done, for you shall be the woman, or I 
will not be divorced at all; I owe it to your unlooked-for kindness, if to 
nothing else, but I have other reasons too.” 


He could not have said anything in the world that pleased me better; 
however, I knew that the way to secure him was to stand off while the thing 
was So remote, as it appeared to be, and that it was time enough to accept of 
it when he was able to perform it. So I said very respectfully to him, it was 
time enough to consider of these things when he was in a condition to talk 
of them; in the meantime, I told him, I was going a great way from him, and 
he would find objects enough to please him better. We broke off here for the 
present, and he made me promise him to come again the next day, for my 
own business, which after some pressing I did; though had he seen farther 
into me, I wanted no pressing on that account. 


I came the next evening accordingly, and brought my maid with me, to let 
him see that I kept a maid. He would have had me let the maid have stayed, 
but I would not, but ordered her aloud to come for me again about nine 
o’clock. But he forbid that, and told me he would see me safe home, which 
I was not very well pleased with, supposing he might do that to know where 
I lived, and inquire into my character and circumstances. However, I 
ventured that, for all the people there knew of me was to my advantage; and 
all the character he had of me was, that I was a woman of fortune, and that I 
was a very modest, sober body; which, whether true or not in the main, yet 
you may see how necessary it is for all women who expect anything in the 
world, to preserve the character of their virtue, even when perhaps they may 
have sacrificed the thing itself 


I found, and was not a little pleased with it, that he had provided a supper 
for me. I found also he lived very handsomely, and had a house very 
handsomely furnished, and which I was rejoiced at indeed, for I looked 
upon it as all my own. 


We had now a second conference upon the subject-matter of the last. He 


laid his business very homet= indeed; he protested his affection to me, and 


indeed I had no room to doubt it; he declared that it began from the first 
moment I talked with him, and long before I had mentioned leaving my 
effects with him. “ ’T is no matter when it began,” thought I; “if it will but 
hold, ’t will be well enough.” He then told me how much the offer I had 
made of trusting him with my effects had engaged him. “So I intended it 
should,” thought I, “but then I thought you had been a single man too.” 
After we had supped, I observed he pressed me very hard to drink two or 
three glasses of wine, which, however, I declined, but drank one glass or 
two. He then told me he had a proposal to make to me, which I should 
promise him I would not take ill if I should not grant it. I told him I hoped 
he would make no dishonourable proposal to me, especially in his own 
house, and that if it was such, I desired he would not mention it, that I might 
not be obliged to offer any resentment to him that did not become the 
respect I professed for him, and the trust I had placed in him, in coming to 
his house; and begged of him he would give me leave to go away, and 
accordingly began to put on my gloves and prepare to be gone, though at 
the same time I no more intended it than he intended to let me. 


Well, he importuned me not to talk of going; he assured me he was very 
far from offering any such thing to me that was dishonourable, and if I 
thought so, he would choose to say no more of it. 


That part I did not relish at all. I told him I was ready to hear anything that 
he had to say, depending that he would say nothing unworthy of himself, or 
unfit for me to hear. Upon this, he told me his proposal was this: that I 
would marry him, though he had not yet obtained the divorce from the 
whore his wife; and to satisfy me that he meant honourably, he would 
promise not to desire me to live with him, or go to bed to him till the 
divorce was obtained. My heart said yes to this offer at first word, but it was 
necessary to play the hypocrite a little more with him; so I seemed to 
decline the motion with some warmth as unfair, told him that such a 
proposal could be of no signification, but to entangle us both in great 
difficulties; for if he should not at last obtain the divorce, yet we could not 
dissolve the marriage, neither could we proceed in it; so that if he was 
disappointed in the divorce, I left him to consider what a condition we 
should both be in. 


In short, I carried on the argument against this so far, that I convinced him 
it was not a proposal that had any sense in it; then he went from it to 
another, viz., that I would sign and seal a contract with him, conditioning to 
marry him as soon as the divorce was obtained, and to be void if he could 
not get it. 


I told him that was more rational than the other; but as this was the first 
time that ever I could imagine him weak enough to be in earnest, I did not 
use to say yes at first asking; I would consider of it. I played with this lover 
as an angler does with a trout: I found I had him fast on the hook; so I jested 
with his new proposal, and put him off. I told him he knew little of me, and 
bade him inquire about me; I let him also go home with me to my lodging, 
though I would not ask him to go in, for I told him it was not decent. 


In short, I ventured to avoid signing a contract, and the reason why I did it 


was because the lady that had invited me to go with her into Lancashire! 


insisted so positively upon it, and promised me such great fortunes, and fine 
things there, that I was tempted to go and try. “Perhaps,” said I, “I may 


mendtt myself very much;” and then I made no scruple of quitting my 


honest citizen, whom I was not so much in love with as not to leave him for 
a richer. 


In a word, I avoided a contract; but told him I would go into the north, 
that he would know where to write to me by the business I had intrusted 
him with; that I would give him a sufficient pledge of my respect for him, 
for I would leave almost all I had in the world in his hands; and I would 
thus far give him my word, that as soon as he had sued out the divorce, if he 
would send me an account of it, I would come up to London, and that then 
we would talk seriously of the matter. 


It was a base design I went with, that I must confess, though I was invited 


thither with a design much worse, as the sequelLu will discover. Well, I went 


with my friend, as I called her, into Lancashire. All the way we went she 
caressed me with the utmost appearance of a sincere, undissembled 


dty 


affection; treate me, except my coach-hire, all the way; and her brother 


brought a gentleman’s coach to Warrington to receive us, and we were 
carried from thence to Liverpool with as much ceremony as I could desire. 


We were also entertained at a merchant’s house in Liverpool three or four 
days very handsomely; I forbear to tell his name, because of what followed. 
Then she told me she would carry me to an uncle’s house of hers where we 
should be nobly entertained; and her uncle, as she called him, sent a coach 
and four horses for us, and we were carried near forty miles I know not 
whither. 


We came, however, to a gentleman’s seat LX where was a numerous 


family, a large park, extraordinary company indeed, and where she was 
called cousin. I told her, if she had resolved to bring me into such company 
as this, she should have let me have furnished myself with better clothes. 
The ladies took notice of that, and told me very genteelly they did not value 
people in their own country so much by their clothes as they did in London; 
that their cousin had fully informed them of my quality, and that I did not 
want clothes to set me off; in short, they entertained me not like what I was, 
but like what they thought I had been, namely, a widow lady of a great 
fortune. 


The first discovery I made here was, that the family were all Roman 


Catholics,24 and the cousin too; however, nobody in the world could 
behave better to me, and I had all the civility shown that I could have had if 
I had been of their opinion. The truth is, I had not so much principle of any 
kind as to be nice in point of religion; and I presently learned to speak 
favourably of the Romish Church; particularly, I told them I saw little but 
the prejudice of education in all the differences that were among Christians 
about religion, and if it had so happened that my father had been a Roman 
Catholic, I doubted not but I should have been as well pleased with their 
religion as my own. 


This obliged them in the highest degree, and as I was besieged day and 
night with good company and pleasant discourse, so I had two or three old 
ladies that lay at me upon the subject of religion too. I was so complaisant 
that I made no scruple to be present at their mass, and to conform to all their 
gestures as they showed me the pattern, but I would not come too cheap; so 
that I only in the main encouraged them to expect that I would turn Roman 
Catholic if I was instructed in the Catholic doctrine, as they called it; and so 
the matter rested. 


I stayed here about six weeks; and then my conductor led me back to a 
country village, about six miles from Liverpool, where her brother, as she 


called him, came to visit me in his own chariot,£Y. with two footmen in a 
good livery; and the next thing was to make love to me. As it happened to 
me, one would think I could not have been cheated, and indeed I thought so 
myself, having a safe card at home, which I resolved not to quit unless I 
could mend myself very much. However, in all appearance this brother was 
a match worth my listening to, and the least his estate was valued at was 
£1000 a year, but the sister said it was worth £1500 a year, and lay most of 
it in Ireland. 


I that was a great fortune,!Z and passed for such, was above being asked 


how much my estate was; and my false friend, taking it upon a foolish 
hearsay, had raised it from £500 to £5000, and by the time she came into the 
country she called it £15,000. The Irishman, for such I understood him to 
be, was stark mad at this bait; in short, he courted me, made me presents, 
and ran in debt like a madman for the expenses of his courtship. He had, to 


give him his due, the appearance of an extraordinary fine gentleman; he was 
tall, well-shaped, and had an extraordinary address; talked as naturally of 
his park and his stables, of his horses, his gamekeepers, his woods, his 
tenants, and his servants, as if he had been in a mansion-house, and I had 
seen them all about me. 


He never so much as asked me about my fortune or estate, but assured me 


that when we came to Dublin he would jointure®2 me in £600 a year in 
good land, and that he would enter into a deed of settlement, or contract, 
here for the performance of it. 


This was such language indeed as I had not been used to, and I was here 


beaten out of all my measures;£2 I had a she-devil in my bosom, every hour 
telling me how great her brother lived. One time she would come for my 
orders, how I would have my coach painted, and how lined; and another 
time, what clothes my page should wear: in short, my eyes were dazzled, I 
had now lost my power of saying no, and, to cut the story short, I consented 
to be married; but to be more private, we were carried farther into the 


country, and married by a priest,22 which I was assured would marry us as 
effectually us a Church of England parson. 


I cannot say but I had some reflections in this affair upon the 
dishonourable forsaking my faithful citizen, who loved me sincerely, and 
who was endeavouring to quit himself of a scandalous whore by whom he 
had been barbarously used, and promised himself infinite happiness in his 
new choice; which choice was now giving up herself to another in a manner 
almost as scandalous as hers could be. 


But the glittering show of a great estate and of fine things which the 
deceived creature that was now my deceiver represented every hour to my 
imagination hurried me away, and gave me no time to think of London, or 
of anything there, much less of the obligation I had to a person of infinitely 
more real merit than what was now before me. 


But the thing was done; I was now in the arms of my new spouse, who 
appeared still the same as before; great even to magnificence, and nothing 
less than a thousand pounds a year could support the ordinary equipage he 
appeared in. 


After we had been married about a month, he began to talk of my going to 


West Chester®© in order to embark for Ireland. However, he did not hurry 
me, for we stayed near three weeks longer, and then he sent to Chester for a 


coach to meet us at the Black Rock, 8¢ as they call it, over against 
Liverpool. Thither we went in a fine boat they call a pinnace, with six oars; 
his servants, and horses, and baggage going in a ferry-boat. He made his 
excuse to me, that he had no acquaintance at Chester, but he would go 
before and get some handsome apartments for me at a private house. I 
asked him how long we should stay at Chester. He said, not at all, any 
longer than one night or two, but he would immediately hire a coach to go 


to Holyhead.8£ Then I told him he should by no means give himself the 
trouble to get private lodgings for one night or two, for that Chester being a 
great place, I made no doubt that there would be very good inns and 
accommodation enough; so we lodged at an inn not far from the cathedral; I 
forget what sign it was at. 


Here my spouse, talking of my going to Ireland, asked me if I had no 
affairs to settle at London before we went off. I told him no, not of any 
great consequence, but what might be done as well by letter from Dublin. 
“Madam,” says he very respectfully, “I suppose the greatest part of your 
estate, which my sister tells me is most of it in money in the Bank of 


England, lies secure enough; but in case it required transferring, or any 
way altering its property, it might be necessary to go up to London and 
settle those things before we went over.” 


I seemed to look strange at it, and told him I knew not what he meant; that 
I had no effects in the Bank of England that I knew of, and I hoped he could 
not say that I had ever told him I had. No, he said, I had not told him so, but 
his sister had said the greatest part of my estate lay there; “and I only 
mentioned it, my dear,” said he, “that if there was any occasion to settle it, 
or order anything about it, we might not be obliged to the hazard and 
trouble of another voyage back again;” for he added, that he did not care to 
venture me too much upon the sea. 


I was surprised at this talk, and began to consider what the meaning of it 
must be; and it presently occurred to me, that my friend, who called him 


brother, had represented me in colours which were not my due; and I 
thought that I would know the bottom of it before I went out of England, 
and before I should put myself into I know not whose hands in a strange 
country. 


Upon this I called his sister into my chamber the next morning, and letting 
her know the discourse her brother and I had been upon, I conjured®8 her to 


tell me what she had said to him, and upon what foot Sh it was that she had 
made this marriage. She owned that she had told him that I was a great 
fortune, and said that she was told so at London. “Told so?” says I warmly; 
“did I ever tell you so?” No, she said, it was true I never did tell her so, but 
I had said several times that what I had was in my own disposal. “I did so,” 
returned I very quick, “but I never told you I had anything called a fortune; 
no, that I had £100, or the value of £100, in the world. And how did it 
consist with my being a fortune,” said I, “that I should come here into the 
north of England with you, only upon the account of living cheap?” At 
these words, which I spoke warm and high, my husband came into the 
room, and I desired him to come in and sit down, for I had something of 
moment to say before them both, which it was absolutely necessary he 
should hear. 


He looked a little disturbed at the assurance with which I seemed to speak 
it, and came and sat down by me, having first shut the door; upon which I 
began, for I was very much provoked, and turning myself to him, “I am 
afraid,” says I, “my dear” (for I spoke with kindness on his side), “that you 
have a very great abuse put upon you, and an injury done you never to be 
repaired in your marrying me, which, however, as I have had no hand in it, I 
desire I may be fairly acquitted of it, and that the blame may lie where it 
ought and nowhere else, for I wash my hands of every part of it.” ”’What 
injury can be done me, my dear,” says he, “in marrying you? I hope it is to 
my honour and advantage every way.” “I will soon explain it to you,” says 
I, “and I fear there will be no reason to think yourself well used; but I will 
convince you, my dear,” says I again, “that I have had no hand in it.” 


He looked now scared and wild, and began, I believed, to suspect what 
followed; however, looking towards me, and saying only, “Go on,” he sat 
silent, as if to hear what I had more to say; so I went on. “I asked you last 


night,” said I, speaking to him, “if ever I made any boast to you of my 
estate, or ever told you I had any estate in the Bank of England or anywhere 
else, and you owned I had not, as is most true; and I desire you will tell me 
here, before your sister, if ever I gave you any reason from me to think so, 
or that ever we had any discourse about it;” and he owned again I had not, 
but said I had appeared always as a woman of fortune, and he depended on 
it that I was so, and hoped he was not deceived. “I am not inquiring whether 
you have been deceived,” said I; “I fear you have, and I too; but I am 
clearing myself from being concerned in deceiving you. 


“T have been now asking your sister if ever I told her of any fortune or 
estate I had, or gave her any particulars of it; and she owns I never did. And 
pray, madam,” said I, “be so just to me, to charge me if you can, if ever I 
pretended to you that I had an estate; and why, if I had, should I ever come 
down into this country with you on purpose to spare that little I had, and 
live cheap?” She could not deny one word, but said she had been told in 
London that I had a very great fortune, and that it lay in the Bank of 
England. 


“And now, dear sir,” said I, turning myself to my new spouse again, “be 
So just to me as to tell me who has abused both you and me so much as to 
make you believe I was a fortune, and prompt you to court me to this 
marriage?” He could not speak a word, but pointed to her; and, after some 
more pause, flew out in the most furious passion that ever I saw a man in 
[in] my life, cursing her, and calling her all the whores and hard names he 
could think of; and that she had ruined him, declaring that she had told him 
I had £15,000, and that she was to have £500 of him for procuring this 
match for him. He then added, directing his speech to me, that she was none 
of his sister, but had been his whore for two years before; that she had had 
£100 of him in part of this bargain, and that he was utterly undone if things 
were as I said; and in his raving he swore he would let her heart’s blood out 
immediately, which frightened her and me too. She cried, said she had been 
told so in the house where I lodged. But this aggravated him more than 
before, that she should put so far upon him, and run things such a length 
upon no other authority than a hearsay; and then turning to me again, said 
very honestly, he was afraid we were both undone; “for, to be plain, my 
dear, I have no estate,” says he; “what little I had, this devil has made me 


run out in putting me into this equipage.”8! She took the opportunity of his 
being earnest in talking with me, and got out of the room, and I never saw 
her more. 


I was confounded now as much as he, and knew not what to say. I thought 
many ways that I had the worst of it; but his saying he was undone, and that 
he had no estate neither, put me into a mere distraction. “Why,” says I to 
him, “this has been a hellish juggle, for we are married here upon the foot 
of a double fraud: you are undone by the disappointment, it seems; and if I 
had had a fortune I had been cheated too, for you say you have nothing.” 


“You would indeed have been cheated, my dear,” says he, “but you would 
not have been undone, for £15,000 would have maintained us both very 
handsomely in this country; and I had resolved to have dedicated every 
groat of it to you; I would not have wronged you of a shilling, and the rest I 
would have made up in my affection to you, and tenderness of you, as long 
as I lived.” 


This was very honest indeed, and I really believe he spoke as he intended, 
and that he was a man that was as well qualified to make me happy, as to 
his temper and behaviour, as any man ever was; but his having no estate, 
and being run into debt on this ridiculous account in the country, made all 
the prospect dismal and dreadful, and I knew not what to say or what to 
think. 


I told him it was very unhappy that so much love and so much good 
nature as I discovered in him should be thus precipitated into misery; that I 
saw nothing before us but ruin; for, as to me, it was my unhappiness, that 
what little I had was not able to relieve us a week, and with that I pulled out 
a bankbill of £20 and eleven guineas, which I told him I had saved out of 
my little income, and that by the account that creature had given me of the 
way of living in that country, I expected it would maintain me three or four 
years; that if it was taken from me, I was left destitute, and he knew what 
the condition of a woman must be if she had no money in her pocket; 
however, I told him, if he would take it, there it was. 


He told me with great concern, and I thought I saw tears in his eyes, that 
he would not touch it; that he abhorred the thoughts of stripping me and 
making me miserable; that he had fifty guineas left, which was all he had in 


the world, and he pulled it out and threw it down on the table, bidding me 
take it, though he were to starve for want of it. 


I returned, with the same concern for him, that I could not bear to hear 
him talk so; that on the contrary, if he could propose any probable method 
of living, I would do anything that became me, and that I would live as 
narrow as he could desire. 


He begged of me to talk no more at that rate, for it would make him 
distracted; he said he was bred a gentleman, though he was reduced to a low 
fortune, and that there was but one way left which he could think of, and 
that would not do, unless I could answer him one question, which, however, 
he said he would not press me to. I told him I would answer it honestly; 
whether it would be to his satisfaction or no, that I could not tell. 


“Why, then, my dear, tell me plainly,” says he, “will the little you have 
keep us together in any figure, or in any station or place, or will it not?” 


It was my happiness that I had not discovered myself or my circumstances 
at all—no, not so much as my name; and seeing there was nothing to be 
expected from him, however good-humoured and however honest he 
seemed to be, but to live on what I knew would soon be wasted, I resolved 
to conceal everything but the bank bill and eleven guineas; and I would 
have been very glad to have lost that and have been set down where he took 
me up. I had indeed another bank bill about me of £30, which was the 
whole of what I brought with me, as well to subsist on in the country, as not 
knowing what might offer; because this creature, the go-between that had 
thus betrayed us both, had made me believe strange things of marrying to 
my advantage, and I was not willing to be without money, whatever might 
happen. This bill I concealed, and that made me the freer of the rest, in 
consideration of his circumstances, for I really pitied him heartily. 


But to return to this question, I told him I never willingly deceived him, 
and I never would. I was very sorry to tell him that the little I had would not 
subsist us; that it was not sufficient to subsist me alone in the south country, 
and that this was the reason that made me put myself into the hands of that 
woman who called him brother, she having assured me that I might board 


very handsomely at a town called Manchester,®) where I had not yet been, 


for about £6 a year; and my whole income not being above £15 a year, I 
thought I might live easy upon it, and wait for better things. 


He shook his head and remained silent, and a very melancholy evening 
we had; however, we supped together and lay together that night, and when 
we had almost supped he looked a little better and more cheerful, and called 
for a bottle of wine. “Come, my dear,” says he, “though the case is bad, it is 
to no purpose to be dejected. Come, be as easy as you can; I will endeavour 
to find out some way or other to live; if you can but subsist yourself, that is 
better than nothing. I must try the world again; a man ought to think like a 
man; to be discouraged is to yield to the misfortune.” With this he filled a 
glass, and drank to me, holding my hand all the while the wine went down, 
and protesting his main concern was for me. 


It was really a true, gallant spirit he was of, and it was the more grievous 
to me. ’T is something of relief even to be undone by a man of honour, 
rather than by a scoundrel; but here the greatest disappointment was on his 
side, for he had really spent a great deal of money, and it was very 
remarkable on what poor terms she proceeded. First, the baseness of the 
creature herself is to be observed, who, for the getting £100 herself, could 
be content to let him spend three or four more, though perhaps it was all he 
had in the world, and more than all; when she had not the least ground more 
than a little tea-table chat, to say that I had any estate, or was a fortune, or 
the like. It is true the design of deluding a woman of fortune, if I had been 
so, was base enough; the putting the face of great things upon poor 
circumstances was a fraud, and bad enough; but the case a little differed 
too, and that in his favour, for he was not a rake that made a trade to delude 
women, and, as some have done, get six or seven fortunes after one another, 


and then rifle and run away from them; but he was already a gentleman, 
unfortunate and low, but had lived well; and though, if I had had a fortune, I 
should have been enraged at the slut for betraying me, yet really for the 
man, a fortune would not have been ill bestowed on him, for he was a 
lovely person indeed, of generous principles, good sense, and of abundance 
of good humour. 


We had a great deal of close! conversation that night, for we neither of us 
slept much; he was as penitent, for having put all those cheats upon me, as 


if it had been felony, and that he was going to execution; he offered me 
again every shilling of the money he had about him, and said he would go 
into the army and seek for more. 


I asked him why he would be so unkind to carry me into Ireland, when I 
might suppose he could not have subsisted me there. He took me in his 
arms. “My dear,” said he, “I never designed to go to Ireland at all, much 
less to have carried you thither, but came hither to be out of the observation 
of the people, who had heard what I pretended to, and that nobody might 
ask me for money before I was furnished to supply them.” 


“But, where then,” said I, “were we to have gone next?” 


“Why, my dear,” said he, “I’ll confess the whole scheme to you as I had 
laid it: I purposed here to ask you something about your estate, as you see I 
did, and when you, as I expected you would, had entered into some account 
of the particulars, I would have made an excuse to have put off our voyage 
to Ireland for some time, and so have gone for London. Then, my dear,” 
says he, “I resolved to have confessed all the circumstances of my own 
affairs to you, and let you know I had indeed made use of these artifices to 
obtain your consent to marry me, but had now nothing to do but to ask your 
pardon, and to tell you how abundantly I would endeavour to make you 
forget what was past, by the felicity of the days to come.” 


“Truly,” said I to him, “I find you would soon have conquered me; and it 
is my affliction now, that I am not in a condition to let you see how easily I 
should have been reconciled to you, and have passed by all the tricks you 
had put upon me, in recompense of so much good humour. But, my dear,” 
said I, “what can we do now? We are both undone; and what better are we 
for our being reconciled, seeing we have nothing to live on?” 


We proposed a great many things, but nothing could offer where there 
was nothing to begin with. He begged me at last to talk no more of it, for, 
he said, I would break his heart; so we talked of other things a little, till at 


last he took a husband’s leaveS of me, and so went to sleep. 


He rose before me in the morning; and indeed having lain awake almost 
all night, I was very sleepy, and lay till near eleven o’clock. In this time he 


took his horses, and three servants, and all his linen and baggage, and away 
he went, leaving a short but moving letter for me on the table, as follows:— 


“MY DEAR,—I am a dog; I have abused you; but I have been drawn in to 
do it by a base creature, contrary to my principle and the general practice 
of my life. Forgive me, my dear! I ask your pardon with the greatest 
sincerity; I am the most miserable of men, in having deluded you. I have 
been so happy to possess you, and am now so wretched as to be forced to fly 
from you. Forgive me, my dear; once more I say, forgive me! I am not able 
to see you ruined by me, and myself unable to support you. Our marriage is 
nothing; I shall never be able to see you again; I here discharge you from 
it; if you can marry to your advantage, do not decline it on my account. I 
here swear to you on my faith, and on the word of a man of honour, I will 
never disturb your repose if I should know of it, which, however, is not 
likely. On the other hand, if you should not marry, and if good fortune 
should befall me, it shall be all yours, wherever you are. 


“T have put some of the stock of money I have left into your pocket; take 
places for yourself and your maid in the stage-coach, and go for London. I 
hope it will bear your charges thither, without breaking into your own. 
Again I sincerely ask your pardon, and will do so as often as I shall ever 
think of you. Adieu, my dear, for ever!—I am, yours most affectionately, 


a Pe apa 


Nothing that ever befell me in my life sank so deep into my heart as this 
farewell. I reproached him a thousand times in my thoughts for leaving me, 
for I would have gone with him through the world, if I had begged my 
bread. I felt in my pocket, and there I found ten guineas, his gold watch, and 
two little rings, one a small diamond ring, worth only about £6, and the 
other a plain gold ring. 


I sat down and looked upon these things two hours together, and scarce 
spoke a word, till my maid interrupted me by telling me my dinner was 
ready. I ate but little, and after dinner I fell into a violent fit of crying, every 
now and then calling him by his name, which was James. “O Jemmy!” said 
I, “come back, come back. I’ll give you all I have; I’ll beg, I’ll starve with 
you.” And thus I ran raving about the room several times, and then sat 
down between whiles, and then walked about again, called upon him to 


come back, and then cried again; and thus I passed the afternoon, till about 
seven o’clock, when it was near dusk in the evening, being August, when, 
to my unspeakable surprise, he comes back into the inn, and comes directly 
up into my chamber. 


I was in the greatest confusion imaginable, and so was he too. I could not 
imagine what should be the occasion of it, and began to be at odds with 
myself whether to be glad or sorry; but my affection biassed all the rest, and 
it was impossible to conceal my joy, which was too great for smiles, for it 
burst out into tears. He was no sooner entered the room, but he ran to me 
and took me in his arms, holding me fast, and almost stopping my breath 
with his kisses, but spoke not a word. At length I began. “My dear,” said I, 
“how could you go away from me?” to which he gave no answer, for it was 
impossible for him to speak. 


When our ecstasies were a little over, he told me he was gone above 
fifteen miles, but it was not in his power to go any farther without coming 
back to see me again and to take his leave of me once more. 


I told him how I had passed my time, and how loud I had called him to 
come back again. He told me he heard me very plain upon Delamere Forest, 
at a place about twelve miles off. I smiled. “Nay,” says he, “do not think I 
am in jest, for if ever I heard your voice in my life, I heard you call me 
aloud, and sometimes I thought I saw you running after me.” “Why,” said I, 
“what did I say?” for I had not named the words to him. “You called aloud,” 
says he, “and said, 0 Jemmy! 0 Jemmy! come back, come back.” 


I laughed at him. “My dear,” says he, “do not laugh, for, depend upon it, I 
heard your voice as plain as you hear mine now; if you please, I’ll go before 
a magistrate and make oath of it.” I then began to be amazed and surprised, 
and indeed frighted, and told him what I had really done, and how I had 
called after him, as above. When we had amused ourselves a while about 
this, I said to him, “Well, you shall go away from me no more; I’ll go all 
over the world with you rather.” He told me it would be a very difficult 
thing for him to leave me, but since it must be, he hoped I would make it as 
easy to me as I could; but as for him, it would be his destruction, that he 
foresaw. 


However, he told me that he had considered he had left me to travel to 
London alone, which was a long journey; and that as he might as well go 
that way as any way else, he was resolved to see me hither, or near it; and if 
he did go away then without taking his leave, I should not take it ill of him; 
and this he made me promise. 


He told me how he had dismissed his three servants, sold their horses, and 
sent the fellows away to seek their fortunes, and all in a little time, at a town 
on the road, I know not where; “and,” says he, “it cost me some tears all 
alone by myself, to think how much happier they were than their master, for 
they could go to the next gentleman’s house to see for a service, whereas,” 
said he, “I knew not whither to go, or what to do with myself.” 


I told him I was so completely miserable in parting with him, that I could 
not be worse; and that now he was come again, I would not go from him, if 
he would take me with him, let him go whither he would. And in the 
meantime I agreed that we would go together to London; but I could not be 
brought to consent he should go away at last and not take his leave of me, 
but told him, jesting, that if he did, I would call him back again as loud as I 
did before. Then I pulled out his watch, and gave it him back, and his two 
rings, and his ten guineas; but he would not take them, which made me very 


much suspect that he resolved to go off upon the road,8# and leave me. 


The truth is, the circumstances he was in, the passionate expressions of 
his letter, the kind, gentlemanly treatment I had from him in all the affair, 
with the concern he showed for me in it, his manner of parting with that 
large share which he gave me of his little stock left—all these had joined to 
make such impressions on me, that I could not bear the thoughts of parting 
with him. 


Two days after this we quitted Chester, I in the stage-coach, and he on 
horseback. I dismissed my maid at Chester. He was very much against my 
being without a maid, but she being hired in the country (keeping no 
servant at London), I told him it would have been barbarous to have taken 
the poor wench, and have turned her away as soon as I came to town; and it 
would also have been a needless charge on the road; so I satisfied him, and 
he was easy on that score. 


He came with me as far as Dunstable,82 within thirty miles of London, 
and then he told me fate and his own misfortunes obliged him to leave me, 
and that it was not convenient for him to go to London, for reasons which it 
was of no value to me to know, and I saw him preparing to go. The stage- 
coach we were in did not usually stop at Dunstable, but I desiring it for a 
quarter of an hour, they were content to stand at an inn-door a while, and we 
went into the house. 


Being in the inn, I told him I had but one favour more to ask him, and that 
was, that since he could not go any farther, he would give me leave to stay a 
week or two in the town with him, that we might in that time think of 
something to prevent such a ruinous thing to us both as a final separation 
would be; and that I had something of moment to offer to him, which 
perhaps he might find practicable to our advantage. 


This was too reasonable a proposal to be denied, so he called the landlady 
of the house, and told her his wife was taken ill, and so ill that she could not 
think of going any farther in a stage-coach, which had tired her almost to 
death, and asked if she could not get us a lodging for two or three days ina 
private house, where I might rest me a little, for the journey had been too 
much for me. The landlady, a good sort of a woman, well-bred, and very 
obliging, came immediately to see me; told me she had two or three very 
good rooms in a part of the house quite out of the noise, and if I saw them 
she did not doubt but I would like them, and I should have one of her 
maids, that should do nothing else but wait on me. This was so very kind, 
that I could not but accept of it; so I went to look on the rooms, and liked 
them very well, and indeed they were extraordinarily furnished, and very 
pleasant lodgings; so we paid the stage-coach, took out our baggage, and 
resolved to stay here a while. 


Here I told him I would live with him now till all my money was spent, 
but would not let him spend a shilling of his own. We had some kind 
squabble about that, but I told him it was the last time I was like to enjoy 
his company, and I desired that he would let me be master in that thing only, 
and he should govern in everything else; so he acquiesced. 


Here one evening, taking a walk into the fields, I told him I would now 
make the proposal to him I had told him of; accordingly I related to him 


how I had lived in Virginia, that I had a mother I believed was alive there 
still, though my husband was dead some years. I told him that had not my 
effects miscarried, which, by the way, I magnified pretty much, I might 
have been fortune good enough to him to have kept us from being parted in 
this manner. Then I entered into the manner of people settling in those 
countries, how they had a quantity of land given them by the constitution of 
the place; and if not, that it might be purchased at so easy a rate that it was 
not worth naming. 


I then gave him a full and distinct account of the nature of planting; how 
with carrying over but two or three hundred pounds’ value in English 
goods, with some servants and tools, a man of application would presently 
lay a foundation for a family, and in a few years would raise an estate. 


I let him into the nature of the product of the earth, how the ground was 
cured and prepared, and what the usual increase of it was; and demonstrated 
to him, that in a very few years, with such a beginning, we should be as 
certain of being rich as we were now certain of being poor. 


He was surprised at my discourse; for we made it the whole subject of our 
conversation for near a week together, in which time I laid it down in black 
and white, as we say, that it was morally impossible, with a supposition of 


any reasonable good conduct,82 but that we must thrive there and do very 
well. 


Then I told him what measures I would take to raise such a sum as £300, 
or thereabouts; and I argued with him how good a method it would be to put 
an end to our misfortunes, and restore our circumstances in the world, to 
what we had both expected; and I added, that after seven years we might be 
in a posture to leave our plantation in good hands, and come over again and 
receive the income of it, and live here and enjoy it; and I gave him 
examples of some that had done so, and lived now in very good figure in 
London. 


In short, I pressed him so to it, that he almost agreed to it, but still 
something or other broke it off; till at last he turned the tables, and began to 
talk almost to the same purpose of Ireland. 


He told me that a man that could confine himself to a country life, and 
that could but find stock to enter upon any land, should have farms there for 
£50 a year, as good as were let here for £200 a year; that the produce was 
such, and so rich the land, that if much was not laid up, we were sure to live 
as handsomely upon it as a gentleman of £3000 a year could do in England; 
and that he had laid a scheme to leave me in London, and go over and try; 
and if he found he could lay a handsome foundation of living, suitable to 
the respect he had for me, as he doubted not he should do, he would come 
over and fetch me. 


I was dreadfully afraid that upon such a proposal he would have taken me 
at my word, viz., to turn my little income into money, and let him carry it 
over into Ireland and try his experiment with it; but he was too just to desire 
it, or to have accepted it if I had offered it; and he anticipated me in that, for 
he added, that he would go and try his fortune that way, and if he found he 
could do anything at it to live, then by adding mine to it when I went over, 
we should live like ourselves; but that he would not hazard a shilling of 
mine till he had made the experiment with a little, and he assured me that if 
he found nothing to be done in Ireland, he would then come to me and join 
in my project for Virginia. 

He was so earnest upon his project being to be tried first, that I could not 
withstand him; however, he promised to let me hear from him in a very 
little time after his arriving there, to let me know whether his prospect 
answered his design, that if there was not a probability of success, I might 
take the occasion to prepare for our other voyage, and then, he assured me, 
he would go with me to America with all his heart. 


I could bring him to nothing further than this, and which entertained us 
near a month, during which I enjoyed his company, which was the most 
entertaining that ever I met with in my life before. In this time he let me 
into part of the story of his own life, which was indeed surprising, and full 
of an infinite variety, sufficient to fill up a much brighter history, for its 


adventures and incidents, than any I ever saw in print,22 but I shall have 
occasion to say more of him hereafter. 


We parted at last, though with the utmost reluctance on my side; and 
indeed he took his leave very unwillingly too, but necessity obliged him, for 


his reasons were very good why he would not come to London, as I 
understood more fully afterwards. 


I gave him a direction how to write to me, though still I reserved the 
grand secret, which was not to let him ever know my true name, who I was, 
or where to be found; he likewise let me know how to write a letter to him, 
so that he said he would be sure to receive it. 


I came to London the next day after we parted, but did not go directly to 
my old lodgings, but for another nameless reason took a private lodging in 


St. John’s Street, or, as it is vulgarly called, St. Jones’s, near Clerkenwell,29 
and here being perfectly alone, I had leisure to sit down and reflect 
seriously upon the last seven months’ ramble I had made, for I had been 
abroad no less. The pleasant hours I had with my last husband I looked back 
on with an infinite deal of pleasure; but that pleasure was very much 
lessened when I found some time after that I was really with child. 


This was a perplexing thing, because of the difficulty which was before 


me where I should get leave to lie in, it being one of the nicest8! things in 
the world at that time of day for a woman that was a stranger, and had no 


friends, to be entertained in that circumstance without security,22 which I 
had not, neither could I procure any. 


I had taken care all this while to preserve a correspondence with my 
friend at the bank, or rather he took care to correspond with me, for he 
wrote to me once a week; and though I had not spent my money so fast as 
to want any from him, yet I often wrote also to let him know I was alive. I 
had left directions in Lancashire, so that I had these letters conveyed to me; 
and during my recess at St. Jones’s I received a very obliging letter from 
him, assuring me that his process for a divorce went on with success, 
though he met with some difficulties in it that he did not expect. 


I was not displeased with the news that his process was more tedious than 
he expected; for though I was in no condition to have had him yet, not 
being so foolish to marry him when I knew myself to be with child by 
another man, as some I know have ventured to do, yet I was not willing to 
lose him, and, in a word, resolved to have him, if he continued in the same 
mind, as soon as I was up again; for I saw apparently I should hear no more 


from my other husband; and as he had all along pressed me to marry, and 
had assured me he would not be at all disgusted at it, or ever offer to claim 
me again, so I made no scruple to resolve to do it if I could, and if my other 
friend stood to his bargain; and I had a great deal of reason to be assured 
that he would, by the letters he wrote to me, which were the kindest and 
most obliging that could be. 


I now grew big, and the people where I lodged perceived it, and began to 
take notice of it to me, and as far as civility would allow, intimated that I 
must think of removing. This put me to extreme perplexity, and I grew very 
melancholy, for indeed I knew not what course to take; I had money, but no 
friends, and was like now to have a child upon my hands to keep, which 
was a difficulty I had never had upon me yet, as my story hitherto makes 
appear. 


In the course of this affair I fell very ill, and my melancholy really 


increased my distemper. My illness proved at length to be only an ague,®! 
but my apprehensions were really that I should miscarry. I should not say 
apprehensions, for indeed I would have been glad to miscarry, but I could 
never entertain so much as a thought of taking anything to make me 
miscarry; I abhorred, I say, so much as the thought of it. 


However, speaking of it, the gentlewoman who kept the house proposed 


to me to send for a midwife. I scrupled8¥ it at first, but after some time 
consented, but told her I had no acquaintance with any midwife, and so left 
it to her. 


It seems the mistress of the house was not so great a stranger to such 
cases aS mine was as I thought at first she had been, as will appear 
presently; and she sent for a midwife of the right sort—that is to say, the 
right sort for me. 


The woman appeared to be an experienced woman in her business, I mean 
as a midwife; but she had another calling too, in which she was as expert as 
most women, if not more. My landlady had told her I was very melancholy, 
and that she believed that had done me harm; and once, before me, said to 
her, “Mrs. B , | believe this lady’s trouble is of a kind that is pretty 


much in your way, and therefore if you can do anything for her, pray do, for 
she is a very civil gentlewoman;” and so she went out of the room. 


I really did not understand her, but my Mother Midnight8Y began very 
seriously to explain what she meant, as soon as she was gone. “Madam,” 
says she, “you seem not to understand what your landlady means; and when 
you do, you need not let her know at all that you do so. 


“She means that you are under some circumstances that may render your 
lying in difficult to you, and that you are not willing to be exposed. I need 
say no more, but to tell you, that if you think fit to communicate so much of 
your case to me as is necessary, for I do not desire to pry into those things, I 
perhaps may be in a condition to assist you, and to make you easy, and 


remove all your dull thoughts®“ upon that subject.” 


Every word this creature said was a cordial to me, and put new life and 
new spirit into my very heart; my blood began to circulate immediately, and 
I was quite another body; I ate my victuals again, and grew better presently 
after it. She said a great deal more to the same purpose, and then having 
pressed me to be free with her, and promised in the solemnest manner to be 
secret, she stopped a little, as if waiting to see what impression it made on 
me, and what I would say. 


I was too sensible of the want I was in of such a woman not to accept her 
offer; I told her my case was partly as she guessed, and partly not, for I was 
really married, and had a husband, though he was so remote at that time as 
that he could not appear publicly. 


She took me short, and told me that was none of her business; all the 
ladies that came under her care were married women to her. “Every 
woman,” says she, “that is with child has a father for it,” and whether that 
father was a husband or no husband was no business of hers; her business 
was to assist me in my present circumstances, whether I had a husband or 
no; “for, madam,” says she, “to have a husband that cannot appear is to 
have no husband, and therefore whether you are a wife or a mistress is all 
one to me.” 


I found presently, that whether I was a whore or a wife, I was to pass for a 
whore here, so I let that go. I told her it was true, as she said, but that, 


however, if I must tell her my case, I must tell it her as it was; so I related it 
as short as I could, and I concluded it to her. “I trouble you with this, 
madam,” said I, “not that, as you said before, it is much to the purpose in 
your affair; but this is to the purpose, namely, that I am not in any pain 
about being seen, or being concealed, for ’t is perfectly indifferent to me; 
but my difficulty is, that I have no acquaintance in this part of the nation.” 


“T understand you, madam,” says she; “you have no security to bring to 


prevent the parish impertinences24 usual in such cases, and perhaps,” says 


she, “do not know very well how to dispose of the child when it comes.” 
“The last,” says I, “is not so much my concern as the first.” “Well, madam,” 
answers the midwife, “dare you put yourself into my hands? I live in such a 
place; though I do not inquire after you, you may inquire after me. My 
name is B——-; I live in such a street”—naming the street—“at the sign of 


the cradle.8% My profession is a midwife, and I have many ladies that come 
to my house to lie in. I have given security to the parish in general to secure 
them from any charge from what shall come into the world under my 


roof.22 I have but one question to ask in the whole affair, madam,” says 
she, “and if that be answered, you shall be entirely easy of the rest.” 


I presently understood what she meant, and told her, “Madam, I believe I 
understand you. I thank God, though I want friends in this part of the world, 
I do not want money, so far as may be necessary, though I do not abound in 
that neither:” this I added, because I would not make her expect great 
things. “Well, madam,” says she, “that is the thing, indeed, without which 
nothing can be done in these cases; and yet,” says she, “you shall see that I 
will not impose upon you, or offer anything that is unkind to you, and you 
shall know everything beforehand, that you may suit yourself to the 
occasion, and be either costly or sparing as you see fit.” 


I told her she seemed to be so perfectly sensible®»- of my condition, that I 
had nothing to ask of her but this, that as I had money sufficient, but not a 
great quantity, she would order it so that I might be at as little superfluous 
charge as possible. 


She replied, that she should bring in an account of the expenses of it in 
two or three shapes; I should choose as I pleased; and I desired her to do so. 


The next day she brought it, and the copy of her three bills was as 
follows:— 


& ss. a 
1. For three months’ lodging in her house, including 
iy dict, at 106, G WEEE. ce cadrsdcdeedesaciensdss 6 0 0 
2. For a nurse for the month, and use of 
Ch DOD IME ib cactddedae eek ecepacadesawdas 1 10 0 
3. For a minister to christen the child, and 
to the godfathers and clerk .................0005 1 10 0 
4. For a supper at the christening if I had 
Fogo cs fo Coy <r ee ee ae 1 0 0 
For her fees as a midwife, and the taking off 
thé trotible of thé path .s.i6<iiecwcsnvsvionsenss * 3 
To her maidservant attending . ......5.65cccseccsnes 0 10 0 
£13 13 0 


This was the first bill; the second was in the same terms:— 


1. For three months’ lodging and diet, &c., 


at 208. Hel WHEL. 6c inciecessdnecesease deans 12 0 O 
2. For a nurse for the month, and the use of 
RPE OS: xo ca neeaeikitncere dived benawad 2 10 @ 
3. For the minister to christen the child, &c., 
C6 SDE na cde GA dee Mae ees ces sreeangeeee 2 8 9g 
4, For a supper, and for sweetmeats ..........-+.045- s 3 © 
Bie hee fete G8 ABOVE od. ccc ce hence de eeesenadceesis § §& § 
Fae S SEPUSRENEN «sco sos. hae kee La Peek ee 1 O O 
£25 18 0O 


This was the second-rate bill; the third, she said, was for a degree higher, 
and when the father or friends appeared:— 


&£ s @ 
1. For three months’ lodging and diet, having 
two rooms and a garret fora servant ............: 30 O O 
2. For a nurse for the month, and the finest 
git oF Cl eed BRE ace ke di ss ROSE a RAO ES ROO 4 4 0 
3. For the minister to christen the child, &., ......... 2 10 
4. For a supper, the gentlemen to send in 
Ce rere er ree mer re rrr 6 0 
For my fees, &C . 6.6 eee eee eee ee eee e eee eenes 10 10 
The maid, besides their own maid, only .............. 0 10 O 
£53 14 0O 


I looked upon all the three bills, and smiled, and told her I did not see but 
that she was very reasonable in her demands, all things considered, and I 
did not doubt but her accommodations were good. 


She told me I should be a judge of that when I saw them. I told her I was 
sorry to tell her that I feared I must be her lowest-rated customer; “and 
perhaps, madam,” said I, “you will make me the less welcome upon that 
account.” “No, not at all,” said she; “for where I have one of the third sort, I 
have two of the second and four of the first, and I get as much by them in 
proportion as by any; but if you doubt my care of you, I will allow any 
friend you have to see if you are well waited on or no.” 


Then she explained the particulars of her bill. “In the first place, madam,” 
said she, “I would have you observe that here is three months keeping you 
at but 10s. a week; I undertake to say you will not complain of my table. I 
suppose,” says she, “you do not live cheaper where you are now?” “No, 
indeed,” said I, “nor so cheap, for I give 6s. per week for my chamber, and 
find my own diet, which costs me a great deal more.” 


“Then, madam,” says she, “if the child should not live, as it sometimes 
happens, there is the minister’s article saved; and if you have no friends to 
come, you may save the expense of a supper; so that take those articles out, 
madam,” says she, “your lying in will not cost you above £5, 3s. more than 
your ordinary charge of living.” 


This was the most reasonable thing that I ever heard of; so I smiled, and 
told her I would come and be a customer; but I told her also, that as I had 
two months and more to go, I might perhaps be obliged to stay longer with 
her than three months, and desired to know if she would not be obliged to 
remove me before it was proper. No, she said; her house was large, and 
besides, she never put anybody to remove, that had lain in, till they were 
willing to go; and if she had more ladies offered, she was not so ill-beloved 
among her neighbours but she could provide accommodation for twenty, if 
there was occasion. 


I found she was an eminent lady in her way, and, in short, I agreed to put 
myself into her hands. She then talked of other things, looked about into my 
accommodations where I was, found fault with my wanting attendance and 
conveniences, and that I should not be used so at her house. I told her I was 
shy of speaking, for the woman of the house looked stranger, or at least I 
thought so, since I had been ill, because I was with child; and I was afraid 


she would put some affront or other upon me, supposing that I had been 
able to give but a slight account of myself. 


“O dear,” says she, “her ladyship is no stranger to these things; she has 
tried to entertain ladies in your condition, but could not secure the parish; 
and besides, such a nice lady, as you take her to be. However, since you are 
agoing, you shall not meddle with her, but I’ll see you are a little better 
looked after while you are here, and it shall not cost you the more neither.” 


I did not understand her; however, I thanked her, so we parted. The next 
morning she sent me a chicken roasted and hot, and a bottle of sherry, and 
ordered the maid to tell me that she was to wait on me every day as long as 
I stayed there. 


This was surprisingly good and kind, and I accepted it very willingly. At 
night she sent to me again, to know if I wanted anything, and to order the 
maid to come to her in the morning for dinner. The maid had orders to make 
me some chocolate in the morning before she came away, and at noon she 
brought me the sweet-bread of a breast of veal, whole, and a dish of soup 
for my dinner; and after this manner she nursed me up at a distance, so that 
I was mightily well pleased, and quickly well, for indeed my dejections 
before were the principal part of my illness. 


I expected, as is usually the case among such people, that the servant she 
sent me would have been some impudent brazen wench of Drury Lane 


breeding,84 and I was very uneasy upon that account; so I would not let her 
lie in the house the first night, but had my eyes about me as narrowly as if 
she had been a public thief. 


My gentlewoman guessed presently what was the matter, and sent her 
back with a short note, that I might depend upon the honesty of her maid; 
that she would be answerable for her upon all accounts ; and that she took 
no servants without very good security. I was then perfectly easy; and 
indeed the maid’s behaviour spoke for itself, for a modester, quieter, soberer 
girl never came into anybody’s family, and I found her so afterwards. 


As soon as I was well enough to go abroad, I went with the maid to see 
the house, and to see the apartment I was to have; and everything was so 
handsome and so clean, that, in short, I had nothing to say, but was 


wonderfully pleased with what I had met with, which, considering the 
melancholy circumstances I was in, was beyond what I looked for. 


It might be expected that I should give some account of the nature of the 
wicked practices of this woman, in whose hands I was now fallen; but it 
would be but too much encouragement to the vice, to let the world see what 
easy measures were here taken to rid the women’s burthen of a child 
clandestinely gotten. This grave matron had several sorts of practice, and 
this was one, that if a child was born, though not in her house (for she had 
the occasion to be called to many private labours), she had people always 
ready, who for a piece of money would take the child off their hands, and 
off from the hands of the parish too; and those children, as she said, were 
honestly taken care of. What should become of them all, considering so 
many, as by her account she was concerned with, I cannot conceive. 


I had many times discourses upon that subject with her; but she was full 
of this argument, that she saved the life of many an innocent lamb, as she 
called them, which would perhaps have been murdered; and of many a 
woman, who, made desperate by the misfortune, would otherwise be 
tempted to destroy their children. I granted her that this was true, and a very 
commendable thing, provided the poor children fell into good hands 
afterwards, and were not abused and neglected by the nurses. She answered, 
that she always took care of that, and had no nurses in her business but what 
were very good people, and such as might be depended upon. 


I could say nothing to the contrary, and so was obliged to say, “Madam, I 
do not question but you do your part, but what those people do is the main 
question;” and she stopped my mouth again with saying she took the utmost 
care about it. 


The only thing I found in all her conversation on these subjects, that gave 
me any distaste, was, that one time in discoursing about my being so far 
gone with child, she said something that looked as if she could help me off 
with my burthen sooner, if I was willing; or in English, that she could give 
me something to make me miscarry, if I had a desire to put an end to my 
troubles that way; but I soon let her see that I abhorred the thoughts of it; 
and, to do her justice, she put it off so cleverly, that I could not say she 
really intended it, or whether she only mentioned the practice as a horrible 


thing; for she couched her words so well, and took my meaning so quickly, 
that she gave her negative before I could explain myself. 


To bring this part into as narrow a compass as possible, I quitted my 
lodging at St. Jones’s, and went to my new governess, for so they called her 
in the house, and there I was indeed treated with so much courtesy, so 
carefully looked to, and everything so well, that I was surprised at it, and 
could not at first see what advantage my governess made of it; but I found 
afterwards that she professed to make no profit of the lodgers’ diet, nor 
indeed could she get much by it, but that her profit lay in the other articles 
of her management, and she made enough that way, I assure you; for’t is 
scarce credible what practice she had, as well abroad as at home, and yet all 
upon the private account, or, in plain English, the whoring account. 


While I was in her house, which was near four months, she had no less 
than twelve ladies of pleasure brought to bed within doors, and I think she 
had two-and-thirty, or thereabouts, under her conduct without doors; 
whereof one, as nice as she was with me, was lodged with my old landlady 
at St. Jones’s. 


This was a strange testimony of the growing vice of the age, and as bad as 


I had been myself, it shocked my very sense; I began to nauseate22 the 
place I was in, and, above all, the practice; and yet I must say that I never 
saw, or do I believe there was to be seen, the least indecency in the house 
the whole time I was there. 


Not a man was ever seen to come upstairs, except to visit the lying-in- 
ladies within their month, nor then without the old lady with them, who 
made it a piece of the honour of her management that no man should touch 
a woman, no, not his own wife, within the month; nor would she permit any 
man to lie in the house upon any pretence whatever, no, not though it was 
with his own wife; and her saying for it was, that she cared not how many 
children were born in her house, but she would have none got there if she 
could help it. 


It might perhaps be carried farther than was needful, but it was an error of 


the right hand if it was an error, for by this she kept up the reputation, 
such as it was, of her business, and obtained this character, that though she 


did take care of the women when they were debauched, yet she was not 
instrumental to their being debauched at all; and yet it was a wicked trade 
she drove too. 


While I was here, and before I was brought to bed, I received a letter from 
my trustee at the bank, full of kind, obliging things, and earnestly pressing 
me to return to London; it was near a fortnight old when it came to me, 
because it had first been sent into Lancashire, and then returned to me. He 


concludes with telling me that he had obtained a decree against his wife, 
and that he would be ready to make good his engagement to me, if I would 
accept of him, adding a great many protestations of kindness and affection, 
such as he would have been far from offering if he had known the 
circumstances I had been in, and which, as it was, I had been very far from 
deserving. 


I returned an answer to this letter, and dated it at Liverpool, but sent it by 
a messenger, alleging that it came in cover to a friend in town. I gave him 
joy of his deliverance, but raised some scruples at the lawfulness of his 
marrying again, and told him I supposed he would consider very seriously 
upon that point before he resolved on it, the consequence being too great for 
a man of his judgment to venture rashly upon; so concluded wishing him 
very well in whatever he resolved, without letting him into anything of my 
own mind, or giving any answer to his proposal of my coming to London to 
him, but mentioned at a distance my intention to return the latter end of the 
year, this being dated in April. 


I was brought to bed about the middle of May, and had another brave boy, 
and myself in as good condition as usual on such occasions. My governess 
did her part as a midwife with the greatest art and dexterity imaginable, and 
far beyond all that ever I had had any experience of before. 


Her care of me in my travail, and after in my lying in, was such, that if 
she had been my own mother it could not have been better. Let none be 
encouraged in their loose practices from this dexterous lady’s management, 
for she has gone to her place, and I dare say has left nothing behind her that 
can or will come up to it. 


I think I had been brought to bed about twenty days when I received 
another letter from my friend at the bank, with the surprising news that he 


had obtained a final sentence of divorce against his wife, and had served her 
with it on such a day, and that he had such an answer to give to all my 
scruples about his marrying again as I could not expect, and as he had no 
desire of; for that his wife, who had been under some remorse before for her 
usage of him, as soon as she heard that he had gained his point, had very 
unhappily destroyed herself that same evening. 


He expressed himself very handsomely as to his being concerned at her 
disaster, but cleared himself of having any hand in it, and that he had only 
done himself justice in a case in which he was notoriously injured and 
abused. However, he said that he was extremely afflicted at it, and had no 
view of any satisfaction left in this world, but only in the hope that I would 
come and relieve him by my company ; and then he pressed me violently 
indeed to give him some hopes, that I would at least come up to town and 
let him see me, when he would further enter into discourse about it. 


I was exceedingly surprised at the news, and began now seriously to 
reflect on my circumstances, and the inexpressible misfortune it was to 
have a child upon my hands; and what to do in it I knew not. At last I 
opened my case at a distance to my governess; I appeared melancholy for 
several days, and she lay at me continually to know what troubled me. I 
could not for my life tell her that I had an offer of marriage, after I had so 
often told her that I had a husband, so that I really knew not what to say to 
her. I owned I had something which very much troubled me, but at the same 
time told her I could not speak of it to any one alive. 


She continued importuning me several days, but it was impossible, I told 
her, for me to commit the secret to anybody. This, instead of being an 
answer to her, increased her importunities; she urged her having been 
trusted with the greatest secrets of this nature, that it was her business to 
conceal everything, and that to discover things of that nature would be her 
ruin. She asked me if ever I had found her tattling of other people’s affairs, 


and how could I suspect her? She told me, to unfold myself to her was 
telling it to nobody; that she was silent as death; that it must be a very 
strange case indeed, that she could not help me out of; but to conceal it was 
to deprive myself of all possible help, or means of help, and to deprive her 
of the opportunity of serving me. In short, she had such a bewitching 


eloquence, and so great a power of persuasion, that there was no concealing 
anything from her. 


So I resolved to unbosom myself to her. I told her the history of my 
Lancashire marriage, and how both of us had been disappointed ; how we 
came together, and how we parted; how he discharged me, as far as lay in 
him, and gave me free liberty to marry again, protesting that if he knew it 
he would never claim me, or disturb or expose me; that I thought I was free, 
but was dreadfully afraid to venture, for fear of the consequences that might 
follow in case of a discovery. 


Then I told her what a good offer I had; showed her my friend’s letters, 
inviting me to London, and with what affection they were written, but 
blotted out the name, and also the story about the disaster of his wife, only 
that she was dead. 


She fell a-laughing at my scruples about marrying, and told me the other 
was no matriage, but a cheat on both sides; and that, as we were parted by 
mutual consent, the nature of the contract was destroyed, and the obligation 
was mutually discharged. She had arguments for this at the tip of her 
tongue; and, in short, reasoned me out of my reason; not but that it was too 
by the help of my own inclination. 


But then came the great and main difficulty, and that was the child; this, 
she told me, must be removed, and that so as that it should never be 
possible for any one to discover it. I knew there was no marrying without 
concealing that I had had a child, for he would soon have discovered by the 
age of it that it was born, nay, and gotten too, since my parley with him, and 
that would have destroyed all the affair. 


But it touched my heart so forcibly to think of parting entirely with the 
child, and, for aught I knew, of having it murdered, or starved by neglect 
and ill-usage, which was much the same, that I could not think of it without 
horror. I wish all those women who consent to the disposing their children 
out of the way, as it is called, for decency sake, would consider that ’t is 
only a contrived method for murder; that is to say, killing their children 
with safety. 


It is manifest to all that understand anything of children, that we are born 
into the world helpless, and uncapable either to supply our own wants or so 


much as make them known; and that without help we must perish; and this 
help requires not only an assisting hand, whether of the mother or 
somebody else, but there are two things necessary in that assisting hand, 
that is, care and skill; without both which, half the children that are born 
would die, nay, though they were not to be denied food, and one-half more 
of those that remained would be cripples or fools, lose their limbs, and 
perhaps their sense. I question not but that these are partly the reasons why 
affection was placed by nature in the hearts of mothers to their children; 
without which they would never be able to give themselves up, as ’t is 
necessary they should, to the care and waking pains needful to the support 
of children. 


Since this care is needful to the life of children, to neglect them is to 
murder them; again, to give them up to be managed by those people who 
have none of that needful affection placed by nature in them, is to neglect 
them in the highest degree; nay, in some it goes farther, and is in order to 
their being lost; so that ’t is an intentional murder, whether the child lives or 
dies. 


All those things represented themselves to my view, and that in the 
blackest and most frightful form; and as I was very free with my governess, 
whom I had now learned to call mother, I represented to her all the dark 
thoughts which I had about it, and told her what distress I was in. She 
seemed graver by much at this part than at the other; but as she was 
hardened in these things beyond all possibility of being touched with the 
religious part, and the scruples about the murder, so she was equally 
impenetrable in that part which related to affection. She asked me if she had 
not been careful and tender of me in my lying in, as if I had been her own 
child. I told her I owned she had. “Well, my dear,” says she, “and when you 
are gone, what are you to me? And what would it be to me if you were to be 
hanged? Do you think there are not women who, as it is their trade, and 
they get their bread by it, value themselves upon their being as careful of 
children as their own mothers? Yes, yes, child,” says she, “fear it not; how 
were we nursed ourselves? Are you sure you were nursed up by your own 


mother? and yet you look fat and fair, child,” says the old beldam:2€ and 


with that she stroked me over the face. “Never be concerned, child,” says 
she, going on in her drolling way; “I have no murderess about me; I employ 


the best nurses that can be had, and have as few children miscarry under 
their hands as there would if they were all nursed by mothers; we want 
neither care nor skill.” 


She touched me to the quick when she asked if I was sure that I was 
nursed by my own mother; on the contrary, I was sure I was not; and I 
trembled and looked pale at the very expression. Sure, said I to myself, this 
creature cannot be a witch, or have any conversation with a spirit, that can 
inform her what I was, before I was able to know it myself; and I looked at 
her as if I had been frighted; but reflecting that it could not be possible for 
her to know anything about me, that went off, and I began to be easy, but it 
was not presently. 


She perceived the disorder I was in, but did not know the meaning of it; 
so she ran on in her wild talk upon the weakness of my supposing that 
children were murdered because they were not all nursed by the mother, and 
to persuade me that the children she disposed of were as well used as if the 
mothers had the nursing of them themselves. 


“Tt may be true, mother,” says I, “for aught I know, but my doubts are 
very strongly grounded.” “Come, then,” says she, “let’s hear some of 
them.” “Why, first,” says I, “you give a piece of money to these people to 
take the child off the parent’s hands, and to take care of it as long as it lives. 
Now we know, mother,” said I, “that those are poor people, and their gain 
consists in being quit of the charge as soon as they can; how can I doubt but 
that, as it is best for them to have the child die, they are not over solicitous 
about its life?” 


“This is all vapourstf and fancy,” 28 says she; “I tell you their credit 


depends upon the child’s life, and they are as careful as any mother of you 
all.” 


“O mother,” says I, “if I was but sure my little baby would be carefully 
looked to, and have justice done it, I should be happy; but it is impossible I 
can be satisfied in that point unless I saw it, and to see it would be ruin and 
destruction, as my case now stands; so what to do I know not.” 


“A fine story!” says the governess. “You would see the child, and you 
would not see the child; you would be concealed and discovered both 


together. These are things impossible, my dear, and so you must e’en do as 
other conscientious mothers have done before you, and be contented with 
things as they must be, though not as you wish them to be.” 


I understood what she meant by conscientious mothers; she would have 
said conscientious whores, but she was not willing to disoblige me, for 
really in this case I was not a whore, because legally married, the force of 
my former matriage excepted. 


However, let me be what I would, I was not come up to that pitch of 
hardness common to the profession; I mean, to be unnatural, and regardless 
of the safety of my child; and I preserved this honest affection so long, that 
I was upon the point of giving up my friend at the bank, who lay so hard at 
me to come to him, and marry him, that there was hardly any room to deny 
him. 

At last my old governess came to me, with her usual assurance. “Come, 
my dear,” says she, “I have found out a way how you shall be at a certainty 
that your child shall be used well, and yet the people that take care of it 
shall never know you.” 


“O mother,” says I, “if you can do so, you will engage me to you for 
ever.” “Well,” says she, “are you willing to be at some small annual 
expense, more than what we usually give to the people we contract with?” 
“Ay,” says I, “with all my heart, provided I may be concealed.” “As to that,” 
says she, “you shall be secure, for the nurse shall never dare to inquire 
about you; and you shall once or twice a year go with me and see your 
child, and see how ’t is used, and be satisfied that it is in good hands, 
nobody knowing who you are.” 


“Why,” said I, “do you think that when I come to see my child, I shall be 
able to conceal my being the mother of it? Do you think that possible?” 


“Well,” says she, “if you discover it, the nurse shall be never the wiser; 
she shall be forbid to take any notice. If she offers it, she shall lose the 
money which you are to be supposed to give her, and the child be taken 
from her too.” 


I was very well pleased with this. So the next week a country-woman was 


q bb 


brought from Hertfor or thereabouts, who was to take the child off our 


hands entirely for £10 in money. But if I would allow £5 a year more to her, 
she would be obliged to bring the child to my governess’s house as often as 
we desired, or we should come down and look at it, and see how well she 
used it. 


The woman was a very wholesome-looked, likely woman, a cottager’s 
wife, but she had very good clothes and linen, and everything well about 
her; and with a heavy heart and many a tear, I let her have my child. I had 
been down at Hertford, and looked at her and at her dwelling, which I liked 
well enough; and I promised her great things if she would be kind to the 
child, so she knew at first word that I was the child’s mother. But she 
seemed to be so much out of the way, and to have no room to inquire after 
me, that I thought I was safe enough. So, in short, I consented to let her 
have the child, and I gave her £10; that is to say, I gave it to my governess, 
who gave it the poor woman before my face, she agreeing never to return 
the child to me, or to claim anything more for its keeping, or bringing up; 
only that I promised, if she took a great deal of care of it, 1 would give her 
something more as often as I came to see it; so that I was not bound to pay 
the £5, only that I promised my governess I would do it. And thus my great 
care was over, after a manner, which, though it did not at all satisfy my 
mind, yet was the most convenient for me, as my affairs then stood, of any 
that could be thought of at that time. 


I then began to write to my friend at the bank in a more kindly style, and 
particularly about the beginning of July I sent him a letter, that I purposed to 
be in town some time in August. He returned me an answer in the most 
passionate terms imaginable, and desired me to let him have timely notice, 
and he would come and meet me two days’ journey. This puzzled me 
scurvily, He and I did not know what answer to make to it. Once I was 
resolved to take the stage-coach to West Chester, on purpose only to have 
the satisfaction of coming back, that he might see me really come in the 


same coach; for I had a jealous thought, though I had no ground for it at 
all, lest he should think I was not really in the country. 


I endeavoured to reason myself out of it, but it was in vain; the impression 
lay so strong on my mind, that it was not to be resisted. At last it came as an 
addition to my new design of going into the country, that it would be an 


excellent blind to my old governess, and would cover entirely all my other 
affairs, for she did not know in the least whether my new lover lived in 
London or in Lancashire; and when I told her my resolution, she was fully 
persuaded it was in Lancashire. 


Having taken my measures for this journey, I let her know it, and sent the 
maid that tended me from the beginning to take a place for me in the coach. 
She would have had me let the maid have waited on me down to the last 


stage, and come up again in the waggon,Lk but I convinced her it would not 
be convenient. When I went away, she told me she would enter into no 
measures for correspondence, for she saw evidently that my affection to my 
child would cause me to write to her, and to visit her too, when I came to 
town again. I assured her it would, and so took my leave, well satisfied to 
have been freed from such a house, however good my accommodations 
there had been. 


I took the place in the coach not to its full extent, but to a place called 


Stone, 2! in Cheshire, where I not only had no manner of business, but not 


the least acquaintance with any person in the town. But I knew that with 
money in the pocket one is at home anywhere; so I lodged there two or 
three days, till, watching my opportunity, I found room in another stage- 
coach, and took passage back again for London, sending a letter to my 


gentleman that I should be such a certain day at Stony-Stratford, 12 where 
the coachman told me he was to lodge. 


It happened to be a chance coach that I had taken up, which, having been 
hired on purpose to carry some gentlemen to West Chester, who were going 
for Ireland, was now returning, and did not tie itself up to exact times or 
places, as the stages did; so that, having been obliged to lie still on Sunday, 
he had time to get himself ready to come out, which otherwise he could not 
have done. 


His warning was so short, that he could not reach Stony-Stratford time 


enough to be with me at night, but he met me at a place called Brickhill22 
the next morning, just as we were coming into the town. 


I confess I was very glad to see him, for I thought myself a little 
disappointed over-night. He pleased me doubly too by the figure he came 


in, for he brought a very handsome gentleman’s coach and four horses, with 
a servant to attend him. 


He took me out of the stage-coach immediately, which stopped at an inn 
in Brickhill; and putting into the same inn, he set up his own coach, and 


bespokeL2 his dinner. I asked him what he meant by that, for I was for 
going forward with the journey. He said, No, I had need of a little rest upon 
the road, and that was a very good sort of a house, though it was but a little 
town; so we would go no farther that night, whatever came of it. 


I did not press him much, for since he had come so far to meet me, and 
put himself to so much expense, it was but reasonable I should oblige him a 
little too; so I was easy as to that point. 


After dinner we walked to see the town, to see the church, and to view the 
fields and the country, as is usual for strangers to do; and our landlord was 
our guide in going to see the church. I observed my gentleman inquired 
pretty much about the parson, and I took the hint immediately, that he 
certainly would propose to be married; and it followed presently, that, in 
short, I would not refuse him; for, to be plain, with my circumstances I was 
in no condition now to say no; I had no reason now to run any more such 
hazards. 


But while these thoughts ran round in my head, which was the work but 
of a few moments, I observed my landlord took him aside and whispered to 
him, though not very softly neither, for so much I overheard: “Sir, if you 
shall have occasion—” the rest I could not hear, but it seems it was to this 
purpose: “Sir, if you shall have occasion for a minister, I have a friend a 
little way off that will serve you, and be as private as you please.” My 
gentleman answered loud enough for me to hear, “Very well, I believe I 
shall.” 


I was no sooner come back to the inn, but he fell upon me with irresistible 
words, that since he had had the good fortune to meet me, and everything 
concurred, it would be hastening his felicity if I would put an end to the 
matter just there. “What do you mean?” says I, colouring a little. “What, in 
an inn, and on the road! Bless us all,” said I, “how can you talk so?” “Oh, I 
can talk so very well,” says he; “I came on purpose to talk so, and I’ll show 
you that I did;” and with that he pulls out a great bundle of papers. “You 


fright me,” said I; “what are all these?” “Don’t be frighted, my dear,” said 
he, and kissed me. This was the first time that he had been so free to call me 
my dear; then he repeated it, “Don’t be frighted; you shall see what it is 


all;” then he laid them all abroad.22 There was first the deed or sentence of 
divorce from his wife, and the full evidence of her playing the whore; then 
there was the certificates of the minister and churchwardens of the parish 
where she lived, proving that she was buried, and intimating the manner of 
her death; the copy of the coroner’s warrant for a jury to sit upon her, and 


the verdict of the jury, who brought it in Non compos mentis.29 All this was 
to give me satisfaction, though, by the way, I was not so scrupulous, had he 
known all, but that I might have taken him without it; however, I looked 
them all over as well as I could, and told him that this was all very clear 
indeed, but that he need not have brought them out with him, for it was time 
enough. Well, he said, it might be time enough for me, but no time but the 
present time was time enough for him. 


There were other papers rolled up, and I asked him what they were. 
“Why, ay,” says he, “that’s the question I wanted to have you ask me;” so he 


takes out a little shagreen* case, and gives me out of it a very fine diamond 
ring. I could not refuse it, if I had a mind to do so, for he put it upon my 
finger; so I only made him a curtsey. Then he takes out another ring: “And 
this,” says he, “is for another occasion,” and puts that into his pocket. 
“Well, but let me see it, though,” says I, and smiled; “I guess what it is; I 
think you are mad.” “I should have been mad if I had done less,” says he; 
and still he did not show it me, and I had a great mind to see it; so says I, 
“Well, but let me see it.” “Hold,” says he; “first look here;” then he took up 
the roll again, and read it, and, behold! it was a licence for us to be married. 
“Why,” says I, “are you distracted? You were fully satisfied, sure, that I 
would yield at first word, or resolved to take no denial.” “The last is 
certainly the case,” said he. “But you may be mistaken,” said I. “No, no,” 
says he, “I must not be denied, I can’t be denied;” and with that he fell to 
kissing me so violently, I could not get rid of him. 


There was a bed in the room, and we were walking to and again, eager in 
the discourse; at last, he takes me by surprise in his arms, and threw me on 
the bed, and himself with me, and holding me still fast in his arms, but 


without the least offer of any indecency, courted me to consent with such 
repeated entreaties and arguments, protesting his affection, and vowing he 
would not let me go till I had promised him, that at last I said, “Why, you 
resolve not to be denied indeed, I think.” “No, no,” says he, “I must not be 
denied, I won’t be denied, I can’t be denied.” “Well, well,” said I, and 
giving him a slight kiss, “then you shan’t be denied; let me get up.” 


He was so transported with my consent, and the kind manner of it, that I 
began to think once he took it for a marriage, and would not stay for the 
form; but I wronged him, for he took me by the hand, pulled me up again, 
and then giving me two or three kisses, thanked me for my kind yielding to 
him; and was so overcome with the satisfaction of it, that I saw tears stand 
in his eyes. 

I turned from him, for it filled my eyes with tears too, and asked him 
leave to retire a little to my chamber. If I had a grain of true repentance for 
an abominable life of twenty-four years past, it was then. Oh, what a felicity 
is it to mankind, said I to myself, that they cannot see into the hearts of one 
another! How happy had it been if I had been wife to a man of so much 
honesty and so much affection from the beginning! 


Then it occurred to me, “What an abominable creature am I! and how is 
this innocent gentleman going to be abused by me! How little does he think, 
that having divorced a whore, he is throwing himself into the arms of 
another! that he is going to marry one that has lain with two brothers, and 
has had three children by her own brother! one that was born in Newgate, 
whose mother was a whore, and is now a transported thief! one that has lain 


with thirteen men, HE and has had a child since he saw me! Poor gentleman 


said I, “what is he going to do?” After this reproaching myself was over, it 
followed thus: “Well, if I must be his wife, if it please God to give me 
grace, I’ll be a true wife to him, and love him suitably to the strange excess 
of his passion for me; I will make him amends, by what he shall see, for the 
abuses I put upon him, which he does not see.” 


| Teed 


He was impatient for my coming out of my chamber, but finding me long, 
he went downstairs and talked with my landlord about the parson. 


My landlord, an officious though well-meaning fellow, had sent away for 
the clergyman; and when my gentleman began to speak to him of sending 


for him, “Sir,” says he to him, “my friend is in the house;” so without any 
more words he brought them together. When he came to the minister, he 
asked him if he would venture to marry a couple of strangers that were both 
willing. The parson said that Mr.—had said something to him of it; that he 
hoped it was no clandestine business; that he seemed to be a grave 
gentleman, and he supposed madam was not a girl, so that the consent of 


friends should be wanted.2® “To put you out of doubt of that,” says my 
gentleman, “read this paper;” and out he pulls the licence. “I am satisfied,” 
says the minister; “where is the lady?” “You shall see her presently,” says 
my gentleman. 


When he had said thus he comes upstairs, and I was by that time come out 
of my room; so he tells me the minister was below, and that upon showing 
him the licence, he was free to marry us with all his heart, “but he asks to 
see you;” so he asked if I would let him come up. 


“°T is time enough,” said I, “in the morning, is it not?” “Why,” said he, 


“my dear, he seemed to scruplels whether it was not some young girl stolen 


from her parents, and I assured him we were both of age to command our 
Own consent; and that made him ask to see you.” “Well,” said I, “do as you 
please;” so up they brings the parson, and a merry, good sort of gentleman 
he was. He had been told, it seems, that we had met there by accident; that I 
came in a Chester coach, and my gentleman in his own coach to meet me; 
that we were to have met last night at Stony-Stratford, but that he could not 
reach so far. “Well, sir,” says the parson, “every ill turn has some good in it. 
The disappointment, sir,” says he to my gentleman, “was yours, and the 
good turn is mine, for if you had met at Stony-Stratford I had not had the 


honour to marry you. Landlord, have you a Common Prayer Book?” ht 


I started as if I had been frighted. “Sir,” says I, “what do you mean? What, 
to marry in an inn, and at night too!” “Madam,” says the minister, “if you 
will have it be in the church, you shall; but I assure you your marriage will 
be as firm here as in the church; we are not tied by the canons to marry 


nowhere but in the church:22 and as for the time of day, it does not at all 
weigh in this case; our princes are married in their chambers, and at eight or 
ten o’clock at night.” 


I was a great while before I could be persuaded, and pretended not to be 


willing at all to be married but in the church. But it was all grimace; HU go | 


seemed at last to be prevailed on, and my landlord, and his wife and 
daughter, were called up. My landlord was father and clerk and all together, 
and we were married, and very merry we were; though I confess the self- 
reproaches which I had upon me before lay close to me, and extorted every 
now and then a deep sigh from me, which my bridegroom took notice of, 
and endeavoured to encourage me, thinking, poor man, that I had some little 
hesitations at the step I had taken so hastily. 


We enjoyed ourselves that evening completely, and yet all was kept so 
private in the inn that not a servant in the house knew of it, for my landlady 
and her daughter waited on me, and would not let any of the maids come 
upstairs. My landlady’s daughter I called my bridemaid: and sending for a 
shopkeeper the next morning, I gave the young woman a good suit of 


knots,2Y. as good as the town would afford, and finding it was a lacemaking 


town, I gave her mother a piece of bone-lace!W for a head. 


One reason that my landlord was so closellX was, that he was unwilling 


that the minister of the parish should hear of it; but for all that somebody 
heard of it, so as that we had the bells set a-ringing the next morning early, 
and the music, such as the town would afford, under our window. But my 
landlord brazened it out, that we were married before we came thither, only 
that, being his former guests, we would have our wedding-supper at his 
house. 


We could not find in our hearts to stir the next day; for, in short, having 
been disturbed by the bells in the morning, and having perhaps not slept 
overmuch before, we were so sleepy afterwards that we lay in bed till 
almost twelve o’clock. 


I begged my landlady that we might have no more music in the town, nor 
ringings of bells, and she managed it so well that we were very quiet; but an 
odd passage interrupted all my mirth for a good while. The great room of 
the house looked into the street, and I had walked to the end of the room, 
and it being a pleasant, warm day, I had opened the window, and was 


standing at it for some air, when I saw three gentlemen ride by, and go into 


an inn just against®Y. us. 


It was not to be concealed, nor did it leave me any room to question it, but 
the second of the three was my Lancashire husband. I was frighted to death; 
I never was in such a consternation in my life; I thought I should have sunk 
into the ground; my blood ran chill in my veins, and I trembled as if I had 
been in a cold fit of an ague. I say, there was no room to question the truth 
of it; I knew his clothes, I knew his horse, and I knew his face. 


The first reflection I made was, that my husband was not by to see my 
disorder, and that I was very glad of. The gentlemen had not been long in 
the house but they came to the window of their room, as is usual; but my 
window was shut, you may be sure. However, I could not keep from 
peeping at them, and there I saw him again, heard him call to one of the 
servants for something he wanted, and received all the terrifying 
confirmations of its being the same person that were possible to be had. 


My next concern was, to know what was his business there; but that was 
impossible. Sometimes my imagination formed an idea of one frightful 
thing, sometimes of another; sometimes I thought he had discovered me, 
and was come to upbraid me with ingratitude and breach of honour; then I 
fancied he was coming upstairs to insult me; and innumerable thoughts 
came into my head, of what was never in his head, nor ever could be, unless 
the devil had revealed it to him. 


I remained in the fright near two hours, and scarce ever kept my eye from 
the window or door of the inn where they were. At last, hearing a great 
clutter in the passage of their inn, I ran to the window, and, to my great 
satisfaction, I saw them all three go out again and travel on westward. Had 
they gone towards London, I should have been still in a fright, lest I should 
meet him again, and that he should know me; but he went the contrary way, 
and so I was eased of that disorder. 


We resolved to be going the next day, but about six o’clock at night we 
were alarmed with a great uproar in the street, and people riding as if they 


had been out of their wits; and what was it but a hue-and-crybZ after three 


highwaymen, that had robbed two coaches and some travellers near 


Dunstable Hill, and notice had, it seems, been given that they had been seen 
at Brickhill, at such a house, meaning the house where those gentlemen had 
been. 


The house was immediately beset and searched, but there were witnesses 
enough that the gentlemen had been gone above three hours. The crowd 
having gathered about, we had the news presently; and I was heartily 
concerned now another way. I presently told the people of the house, that I 
durst say those were honest persons, for that I knew one of the gentlemen to 
be a very honest person, and of a good estate in Lancashire. 


The constable who came with the hue-and-cry was immediately informed 
of this, and came over to me to be satisfied from my own mouth; and I 
assured him that I saw the three gentlemen as I was at the window; that I 
saw them afterwards at the windows of the room they dined in; that I saw 
them take horse, and I would assure him I knew one of them to be such a 
man that he was a gentleman of a very good estate, and an undoubted 
character in Lancashire, from whence I was just now upon my journey. 


The assurance with which I delivered this gave the mob gentry!¢ a check, 
and gave the constable such satisfaction, that he immediately sounded a 
retreat, told his people these were not the men, but that he had an account 
they were very honest gentlemen; and so they went all back again. What the 
truth of the matter was I knew not, but certain it was that the coaches were 
robbed at Dunstable Hill, and £560 in money taken; besides, some of the 
lace merchants that always travel that way had been visited too. As to the 
three gentlemen, that remains to be explained hereafter. 


Well, this alarm stopped us another day, though my spouse told me it was 
always safest travelling after a robbery, for that the thieves were sure to be 
gone far enough off when they had alarmed the country; but I was uneasy, 
and indeed principally lest my old acquaintance should be upon the road 
still, and should chance to see me. 


I never lived four pleasanter days together in my life. I was a mere bride 
all this while, and my new spouse strove to make me easy in everything. O 
could this state of life have continued! how had all my past troubles been 
forgot, and my future sorrows been avoided! But I had a past life of a most 
wretched kind to account for, some of it in this world as well as in another. 


We came away the fifth day; and my landlord, because he saw me uneasy, 
mounted himself, his son, and three honest country fellows with good fire- 
arms, and, without telling us of it, followed the coach, and would see us 
safe into Dunstable. 


We could do no less than treat them very handsomely at Dunstable, which 
cost my spouse about ten or twelve shillings, and something he gave the 
men for their time too, but my landlord would take nothing for himself. 


This was the most happy contrivance for me that could have fallen out; 
for had I come to London unmarried, I must either have come to him for the 
first night’s entertainment, or have discovered to him that I had not one 
acquaintance in the whole city of London, that could receive a poor bride 
for the first night’s lodging with her spouse. But now I made no scruple of 
going directly home with him, and there I took possession at once of a 
house well furnished, and a husband in very good circumstances, so that I 
had a prospect of a very happy life, if I knew how to manage it; and I had 
leisure to consider of the real value of the life I was likely to live. How 
different it was to be from the loose part I had acted before, and how much 
happier a life of virtue and sobriety is, than that which we call a life of 
pleasure! 


O had this particular scene of life lasted, or had I learnt from that time I 
enjoyed it, to have tasted the true sweetness of it, and had I not fallen into 
that poverty which is the sure bane of virtue, how happy had I been, not 
only here, but perhaps for ever! for while I lived thus, I was really a 
penitent for all my life past. I looked back on it with abhorrence, and might 
truly be said to hate myself for it. I often reflected how my lover at Bath, 
struck by the hand of God, repented and abandoned me, and refused to see 
me any more, though he loved me to an extreme; but I, prompted by that 
worst of devils, poverty, returned to the vile practice, and made the 
advantage of what they call a handsome face be the relief to my necessities, 
and beauty be a pimp to vice. 


Now I seemed landed in a safe harbour, after the stormy voyage of life 
past was at an end, and I began to be thankful for my deliverance. I sat 
many an hour by myself, and wept over the remembrance of past follies, 


and the dreadful extravagances of a wicked life, and sometimes I flattered 
myself that I had sincerely repented. 


But there are temptations which it is not in the power of human nature to 
resist, and few know what would be their case, if driven to the same 
exigencies. As covetousness is the root of all evil, so poverty is the worst of 


all snares. But I waive that discourse till I come to the experiment.2 


I lived with this husband in the utmost tranquillity; he was a quiet, 
sensible, sober man; virtuous, modest, sincere, and in his business diligent 


and just. His business was in a narrow compass,/£ and his income sufficient 
to a plentiful way of living in the ordinary way. I do not say to keep an 
equipage id and make a figure, as the world calls it, nor did I expect it, or 
desire it; for as I abhorred the levity and extravagance of my former life, so 
I chose now to live retired, frugal, and within ourselves. I kept no company, 
made no visits; minded my family, and obliged my husband; and this kind 
of life became a pleasure to me. 


We lived in an uninterrupted course of ease and content for five years, 
when a sudden blow from an almost invisible hand blasted all my 
happiness, and turned me out into the world in a condition the reverse of all 
that had been before it. 


My husband having trusted one of his fellow-clerks with a sum of money, 
too much for our fortunes to bear the loss of, the clerk failed, and the loss 
fell very heavy on my husband; yet it was not so great but that, if he had 
had courage to have looked his misfortunes in the face, his credit was so 
good that, as I told him, he would easily recover it; for to sink under trouble 
is to double the weight, and he that will die in it, shall die in it. 


It was in vain to speak comfortably to him; the wound had sunk too deep; 


it was a stab that touched the vitals;t€ he grew melancholy and disconsolate, 
and from thence lethargic and died. I foresaw the blow, and was extremely 
oppressed in my mind, for I saw evidently that if he died I was undone. 


I had had two children by him, and no more, for it began to be time for 
me to leave bearing children, for I was now eight-and-forty, and I suppose if 
he had lived I should have had no more. 


I was now left in a dismal and disconsolate case indeed, and in several 
things worse than ever. First, it was past the flourishing time with me, when 
I might expect to be courted for a mistress; that agreeable part had declined 
some time, and the ruins only appeared of what had been; and that which 
was worse than all was this, that I was the most dejected, disconsolate 
creature alive. I that had encouraged my husband, and endeavoured to 
support his spirits under his trouble, could not support my own; I wanted 
that spirit in trouble which I told him was so necessary for bearing the 
burthen. 


But my case was indeed deplorable, for I was left perfectly friendless and 
helpless, and the loss my husband had sustained had reduced his 
circumstances so low, that though indeed I was not in debt, yet I could 
easily foresee that what was left would not support me long; that it wasted 
daily for subsistence, so that it would be soon all spent, and then I saw 
nothing before me but the utmost distress ; and this represented itself so 
lively to my thoughts, that it seemed as if it was come, before it was really 
very near; also my very apprehensions doubled the misery, for I fancied 
every sixpence that I paid for a loaf of bread was the last I had in the world, 
and that to-morrow I was to fast, and be starved to death. 


In this distress I had no assistant, no friend to comfort or advise me; I sat 
and cried and tormented myself night and day, wringing my hands, and 
sometimes raving like a distracted woman; and indeed I have often 
wondered it had not affected my reason, for I had the vapours to such a 
degree, that my understanding was sometimes quite lost in fancies and 
imaginations. 


I lived two years in this dismal condition, wasting that little I had, 
weeping continually over my dismal circumstances, and, as it were, only 
bleeding to death, without the least hope or prospect of help; and now I had 
cried so long, and so often, that tears were exhausted, and I began to be 
desperate, for I grew poor apace. 


For a little relief, I had put of fit my house and took lodgings; and as I was 
reducing my living, so I sold off most of my goods, which put a little 
money in my pocket, and I lived near a year upon that, spending very 
sparingly, and ekeing things out to the utmost; but still when I looked 


before me, my heart would sink within me at the inevitable approach of 
misery and want. O let none read this part without seriously reflecting on 
the circumstances of a desolate state, and how they would grapple with 
want of friends and want of bread; it will certainly make them think not of 
sparing what they have only, but of looking up to heaven for support, and of 


the wise man’s prayer, “Give me not poverty, lest I steal.”!8 


Let them remember that a time of distress is a time of dreadful temptation, 
and all the strength to resist is taken away; poverty presses, the soul is made 
desperate by distress, and what can be done? It was one evening, when 
being brought, as I may say, to the last gasp, I think I may truly say I was 
distracted and raving, when prompted by I know not what spirit, and, as it 
were, doing I did not know what, or why, I dressed me (for I had still pretty 
good clothes), and went out. I am very sure I had no manner of design in 
my head when I went out; I neither knew or considered where to go, or on 
what business; but as the devil carried me out, and laid his bait for me, so 
he brought me, to be sure, to the place, for I knew not whither I was going, 
or what I did. 


Wandering thus about, I knew not whither, I passed by an apothecary’s 
shop in Leadenhall Street 2 where I saw lie on a stool just before the 
counter a little bundle wrapped in a white cloth; beyond it stood a maid- 
servant with her back to it, looking up towards the top of the shop, where 
the apothecary’s apprentice, as I suppose, was standing upon the counter, 
with his back also to the door, and a candle in his hand, looking and 
reaching up to the upper shelf, for something he wanted, so that both were 
engaged, and nobody else in the shop. 


This was the bait; and the devil who laid the snare prompted me, as if he 
had spoke, for I remember, and shall never forget it, ’t was like a voice 
spoken over my shoulder, “Take the bundle; be quick; do it this moment.” It 
was no sooner said but I stepped into the shop, and with my back to the 
wench, as if I had stood up for a cart that was going by, I put my hand 
behind me and took the bundle, and went off with it, the maid or fellow not 
perceiving me, or any one else. 


It is impossible to express the horror of my soul all the while I did it. 


When I went away I had no heart to run, or scarce to mend! my pace. I 
crossed the street indeed, and went down the first turning I came to, and I 
think it was a street that went through into Fenchurch Street; from thence I 
crossed and turned through so many ways and turnings, that I could never 
tell which way it was, nor where I went; I felt not the ground I stepped on, 
and the farther I was out of danger, the faster I went, till, tired and out of 
breath, I was forced to sit down on a little bench at a door, and then found I 


was got into Thames Street, near Billingsgate.4) I rested me a little and went 
on; my blood was all in a fire; my heart beat as if I was in a sudden fright. 
In short, I was under such a surprise that I knew not whither I was agoing, 
or what to do. 


After I had tired myself thus with walking a long way about, and so 
eagerly, I began to consider, and make home to my lodging, where I came 
about nine o’clock at night. 


What the bundle was made up for, or on what occasion laid where I found 
it, I knew not, but when I came to open it, I found there was a suit of 
childbed-linen in it, very good, and almost new, the lace very fine; there 
was a Silver porringerLk of a pint, a small silver mug, and six spoons, with 
some other linen, a good smock, and three silk handkerchiefs, and in the 


mug a paper, 18s. 6d. in money. 


All the while I was opening these things I was under such dreadful 
impressions of fear, and in such terror of mind, though I was perfectly safe, 
that I cannot express the manner of it. I sat me down, and cried most 
vehemently. “Lord,” said I, “what am I now? a thief! Why, I shall be taken 
next time, and be carried to Newgate, and be tried for my life!” And with 
that I cried again a long time, and I am sure, as poor as I was, if I had durst 
for fear, I would certainly have carried the things back again; but that went 
off after a while. Well, I went to bed for that night, but slept little; the horror 
of the fact was upon my mind, and I knew not what I said or did all night, 
and all the next day. Then I was impatient to hear some news of the loss; 
and would fain know how it was, whether they were a poor body’s goods, 
or a rich. “Perhaps,” said I, “it may be some poor widow like me, that had 
packed up these goods to go and sell them for a little bread for herself and a 


poor child, and are now starving and breaking their hearts for want of that 
little they would have fetched.” And this thought tormented me worse than 
all the rest, for three or four days. 


But my own distresses silenced all these reflections, and the prospect of 
my own starving, which grew every day more frightful to me, hardened my 
heart by degrees. It was then particularly heavy upon my mind, that I had 
been reformed, and had, as I hoped, repented of all my past wickedness; 
that I had lived a sober, grave, retired life for several years, but now I 
should be driven by the dreadful necessity of my circumstances to the gates 
of destruction, soul and body; and two or three times I fell upon my knees, 
praying to God, as well as I could, for deliverance; but I cannot but say, my 
prayers had no hope in them. I knew not what to do; it was all fear without, 
and dark within; and I reflected on my past life as not repented of, that 
Heaven was now beginning to punish me, and would make me as miserable 
as I had been wicked. 


Had I gone on here I had perhaps been a true penitent; but I had an evil 
counsellor within, and he was continually prompting me to relieve myself 
by the worst means; so one evening he tempted me again by the same 
wicked impulse that had said, “Take that bundle,” to go out again and seek 
for what might happen. 


I went out now by daylight, and wandered about I knew not whither, and 
in search of I knew not what, when the devil put a snare in my way of a 
dreadful nature indeed, and such a one as | have never had before or since. 


Going through Aldersgate Street, there was a pretty little child had been at 
a dancing-school, and was agoing home all alone; and my prompter, like a 
true devil, set me upon this innocent creature. I talked to it, and it prattled to 
me again, and I took it by the hand and led it along till I came to a paved 


alley that goes into Bartholomew Close, and I led it in there. The child 
said, that was not its way home. I said, “Yes, my dear, it is; I?ll show you 
the way home.” The child had a little necklace on of gold beads, and I had 
my eye upon that, and in the dark of the alley I stooped, pretending to mend 
the child’s clog that was loose, and took off her necklace, and the child 
never felt it, and so led the child on again. Here, I say, the devil put me 
upon killing the child in the dark alley, that it might not cry, but the very 


thought frighted me so that I was ready to drop down; but I turned the child 
about and bade it go back again, for that was not its way home; the child 
said, so she would; and I went through into Bartholomew Close, and then 
turned round to another passage that goes into Long Lane, so away into 
Charterhouse Yard, and out into St. John’s Street; then crossing into 
Smithfield, went down Chick Lane, and into Field Lane, to Holborn Bridge, 
when, mixing with the crowd of people usually passing there, it was not 
possible to have been found out; and thus I made my second sally into the 
world. 


The thoughts of this booty put out all the thoughts of the first, and the 
reflections I had made wore quickly off; poverty hardened my heart, and 
my own necessities made me regardless of anything. The last affair left no 
great concern upon me, for as I did the poor child no harm, I only thought I 
had given the parents a just reproof for their negligence, in leaving the poor 
lamb to come home by itself, and it would teach them to take more care 
another time. 


This string of beads was worth about £12 or £14. I suppose it might have 
been formerly the mother’s, for it was too big for the child’s wear, but that, 
perhaps, the vanity of the mother to have her child look fine at the dancing- 
school, had made her let the child wear it; and no doubt the child had a 
maid sent to take care of it, but she, like a careless jade, was taken up 
perhaps with some fellow that had met her, and so the poor baby wandered 
till it fell into my hands. 


However, I did the child no harm; I did not so much as fright it, for I had 
a great many tender thoughts about me yet, and did nothing but what, as I 
may say, Mere necessity drove me to. 


VOLUME II 
The FORTUNES AND MISFORTUNES OF THE FAMOUS 


MOLL FLANDERS 


I had a great many adventures after this, but I was young in the business, 
and did not know how to manage, otherwise than as the devil put things into 


my head; and, indeed, he was seldom backward to me. One adventure I 


had which was very lucky to me. I was going through Lombard Street? in 
the dusk of the evening, just by the end of Three King Court, when on a 
sudden comes a fellow running by me as swift as lightning, and throws a 
bundle that was in his hand just behind me, as I stood up against the corner 
of the house at the turning into the alley. Just as he threw it in, he said, 
“God bless you, mistress, let it lie there a little,’ and away he runs. After 
him comes two more, and immediately a young fellow without his hat, 
crying, “Stop thief!” They pursued the two last fellows so close, that they 
were forced to drop what they had got, and one of them was taken into the 
bargain; the other got off free. 


I stood stock-still all this while, till they came back, dragging the poor 
fellow they had taken, and lugging the things they had found, extremely 
well satisfied that they had recovered the booty and taken the thief; and thus 
they passed by me, for I looked only like one who stood up while the crowd 
was gone. 


Once or twice I asked what was the matter, but the people neglected 
answering me, and I was not very importunate; but after the crowd was 
wholly passed, I took my opportunity to turn about and take up what was 
behind me and walk away. This, indeed, I did with less disturbance than I 
had done formerly, for these things I did not steal, but they were stolen to 
my hand. I got safe to my lodgings with this cargo, which was a piece of 


fine black lustring silk 12 and a piece of velvet; the latter was but part of a 
piece of about eleven yards; the former was a whole piece of near fifty 


yards. It seems it was a mercer’s shop that they had rifled. I say rifled, 
because the goods were so considerable that they had lost; for the goods 
that they recovered were pretty many, and I believe came to about six or 


seven several/4 pieces of silk. How they came to get so many I could not 
tell; but as I had only robbed the thief, I made no scruple at taking these 
goods, and being very glad of them too. 


I had pretty good luck thus far, and I made several adventures more, 


though with but small purchaser,“ yet with good success, but I went in 
daily dread that some mischief would befall me, and that I should certainly 
come to be hanged at last. The impression this made on me was too strong 
to be slighted, and it kept me from making attempts that, for aught I knew, 
might have been very safely performed; but one thing I cannot omit, which 
was a bait to me many a day. I walked frequently out into the villages round 
the town to see if nothing would fall in my way there; and going by a house 


near Stepney, iS I saw on the window-board two rings, one a small diamond 
ring, and the other a plain gold ring, to be sure laid there by some 


thoughtless lady, that had more money than forecast, | perhaps only till she 
washed her hands. 


I walked several times by the window to observe if I could see whether 
there was anybody in the room or no, and I could see nobody, but still I was 
not sure. It came presently into my thoughts to rap at the glass, as if I 
wanted to speak with somebody, and if anybody was there they would be 
sure to come to the window, and then I would tell them to remove those 
rings, for that I had seen two suspicious fellows take notice of them. This 
was a ready thought. I rapped once or twice, and nobody came, when I 
thrust hard against the square of glass, and broke it with little noise, and 
took out the two rings, and walked away; the diamond ring was worth about 
£3, and the other about 9s. 


I was now at a loss for a market for my goods, and especially for my two 
pieces of silk. I was very loth to dispose of them for a trifle, as the poor 
unhappy thieves in general do, who, after they have ventured their lives for 
perhaps a thing of value, are forced to sell it for a song when they have 


done; but I was resolved I would not do thus, whatever shiftll | made; 


however, I did not well know what course to take. At last I resolved to go to 
my old governess, and acquaint myself with her again. I had punctually 
supplied the £5 a year to her for my little boy as long as I was able, but at 
last was obliged to put a stop to it. However, I had written a letter to her, 
wherein I had told her that my circumstances were reduced; that I had lost 
my husband, and that I was not able to do it any longer, and begged the 
poor child might not suffer too much for its mother’s misfortunes. 


I now made her a visit, and I found that she drove something of the old 
trade still, but that she was not in such flourishing circumstances as before; 
for she had been sued by a certain gentleman who had had his daughter 
stolen from him, and who, it seems, she had helped to convey away; and it 
was very narrowly that she escaped the gallows. The expense also had 
ravaged her, so that her house was but meanly furnished, and she was not in 
such repute for her practice as before; however, she stood upon her legs, as 
they say, and as she was a bustling woman, and had some stock left, she 
was turned pawnbroker, and lived pretty well. 


She received me very civilly, and with her usual obliging manner told me 
she would not have the less respect for me for my being reduced ; that she 
had taken care my boy was very well looked after, though I could not pay 


for him, and that the woman that had him was easy, so that I needed not to 
trouble myself about him till I might be better able to do it effectually. 


I told her I had not much money left, but that I had some things that were 
money’s worth, if she could tell me how I might turn them into money. She 
asked what it was I had. I pulled out the string of gold beads, and told her it 
was one of my husband’s presents to me; then I showed her the two parcels 
of silk, which I told her I had from Ireland, and brought up to town with me, 
and the little diamond ring. As to the small parcel of plate and spoons, I had 
found means to dispose of them myself before; and as for the childbed-linen 
I had, she offered me to take it herself, believing it to have been my own. 
She told me that she was turned pawnbroker, and that she would sell those 
things for me as pawned to her; and so she sent presently for proper agents 
that bought them, being in her hands, without any scruple, and gave good 
prices too. 


I now began to think this necessary woman might help me a little in my 
low condition to some business, for I would gladly have turned my hand to 
any honest employment if I could have got it; but honest business did not 
come within her reach. If I had been younger perhaps she might have 


helped me, but my thoughts were off of that kind of livelihood, as being 
quite out of the way after fifty, which was my case, and so I told her. 


She invited me at last to come, and be at her house till I could find 
something to do, and it should cost me very little, and this I gladly accepted 
of; and now living a little easier, I entered into some measures to have my 
little son by my last husband taken off; and this she made easy too, 
reserving a payment only of £5 a year, if I could pay it. This was such a 
help to me, that for a good while I left off the wicked trade that I had so 
newly taken up; and gladly I would have got work, but that was very hard 
to do for one that had no acquaintance. 


However, at last I got some quilting work for ladies’ beds, petticoats, and 
the like; and this I liked very well, and worked very hard, and with this I 
began to live; but the diligent devil, who resolved I should continue in his 
service, continually prompted me to go out and take a walk, that is to say, to 
see if anything would offer in the old way. 


One evening I blindly obeyed his summons, and fetched a long circuit 
through the streets, but met with no purchase; but not content with that, I 
went out the next evening too, when going by an alehouse I saw the door of 
a little room open, next the very street, and on the table a silver tankard, 
things much in use in public-houses at that time. It seems some company 
had been drinking there, and the careless boys had forgot to take it away. 


I went into the box frankly, and setting the silver tankard on the corner 
of the bench, I sat down before it, and knocked with my foot; a boy came 
presently, and I bade him fetch me a pint of warm ale, for it was cold 
weather; the boy ran, and I heard him go down the cellar to draw the ale. 
While the boy was gone, another boy came, and cried, “D’ye call?” I spoke 
with a melancholy air, and said, “No; the boy is gone for a pint of ale for 
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me. 


While I sat here, I heard the woman in the bar say, “Are they all gone in 
the five?” which was the box I sat in, and the boy said, “Yes.” “Who 
fetched the tankard away?” says the woman. “I did,” says another boy; 
“that’s it,” pointing, it seems, to another tankard, which he had fetched from 
another box by mistake; or else it must be, that the rogue forgot that he had 
not brought it in, which certainly he had not. 


I heard all this much to my satisfaction, for I found plainly that the 
tankard was not missed, and yet they concluded it was fetched away; so I 
drank my ale, called to pay, and as I went away I said, “Take care of your 
plate, child,” meaning a silver pint mug which he brought me to drink in. 
The boy said, “Yes, madam, very welcome,” and away I came. 


I came home to my governess, and now I thought it was a time to try her, 
that if I might be put to the necessity of being exposed she might offer me 
some assistance. When I had been at home some time, and had an 
opportunity of talking to her I told her I had a secret of the greatest 
consequence in the world to commit to her, if she had respect enough for 
me to keep it a secret. She told me she had kept one of my secrets faithfully; 
why should I doubt her keeping another? I told her the strangest thing in the 
world had befallen me, even without any design, and so told her the whole 
story of the tankard. “And have you brought it away with you, my dear?” 
says she. “To be sure I have,” says I, and showed it her. “But what shall I do 
now?” says I; “must not I carry it again?” 


“Carry it again!” says she. “Ay, if you want to go to Newgate.” “Why,” 
says I, “they can’t be so base to stop me, when I carry it to them again?” 
“You don’t know those sort of people, child,” says she; “theyll not only 
carry you to Newgate, but hang you too, without any regard to the honesty 
of returning it; or bring in an account of all the other tankards as they have 
lost, for you to pay for.” “What must I do, then?” says I. “Nay,” says she, 
“as you have played the cunning part and stole it, you must e’en keep it; 


there’s no going back now. Besides, child,” says she, “don’t you want it 
more than they do. I wish you could light of such a bargain once a week.” 


This gave me a new notion of my governess, and that since she was 
turned pawnbroker, she had a sort of people about her that were none of the 
honest ones that I had met with there before. 


I had not been long there but I discovered it more plainly than before, for 
every now and then I saw hilts of swords, spoons, forks, tankards, and all 
such kind of ware brought in, not to be pawned, but to be sold downright; 
and she bought them all without asking any questions, but had good 
bargains, as I found by her discourse. 


I found also that in following this trade she always melted down the plate 
she bought, that it might not be challenged; and she came to me and told me 
one morning that she was going to melt, and if I would, she would put my 
tankard in, that it might not be seen by anybody. I told her, with all my 
heart; so she weighed it, and allowed me the full value in silver again; but I 
found she did not do so to the rest of her customers. 


Some time after this, as I was at work, and very melancholy, she begins to 
ask me what the matter was. I told her my heart was very heavy; I had little 
work and nothing to live on, and knew not what course to take. She 
laughed, and told me I must go out again and try my fortune; it might be 
that I might meet with another piece of plate. “O mother!” says I, “that is a 
trade that I have no skill in, and if I should be taken I am undone at once.” 
Says she, “I could help you to a schoolmistress that shall make you as 
dexterous as herself.” I trembled at that proposal, for hitherto I had had no 
confederates nor any acquaintance among that tribe. But she conquered all 
my modesty, and all my fears; and in a little time, by the help of this 
confederate, I grew as impudent a thief, and as dexterous, as ever Moll 


Cutpurse28 was, though, if fame does not belie her, not half so handsome. 


The comrade she helped me to dealt in three sorts of craft, viz., 
shoplifting, stealing of shop-books and pocket-books, and taking off gold 
watches from the ladies’ sides; and this last she did so dexterously that no 
woman ever arrived to the perfection of that art, like her. I liked the first and 
the last of these things very well, and I attended her some time in the 
practice, just as a deputy attends a midwife, without any pay. 


At length she put me to practice. She had shown me her art, and I had 
several times unhooked a watch from her own side with great dexterity. At 
last she showed me a prize, and this was a young lady with child, who had a 
charming watch. The thing was to be done as she came out of the church. 
She goes on one side of the lady, and pretends, just as she came to the steps, 


to fall, and fell against the lady with so much violence as put her into a 
great fright, and both cried out terribly. In the very moment that she jostled 
the lady, I had hold of the watch, and holding it the right way, the start she 
gave drew the hook out, and she never felt it. 1 made off immediately, and 
left my schoolmistress to come out of her fright gradually, and the lady too; 
and presently the watch was missed. “Ay,” says my comrade, “then it was 
those rogues that thrust me down, I warrant ye; I wonder the gentlewoman 
did not miss her watch before, then we might have taken them.” 


She humoured!™ the thing so well that nobody suspected her, and I was 
got home a full hour before her. This was my first adventure in company. 
The watch was indeed a very fine one, and had many trinkets about it, and 
my governess allowed us £20 for it, of which I had half. And thus I was 
entered a complete thief, hardened to a pitch above all the reflections of 
conscience or modesty, and to a degree which I never thought possible in 
me. 


Thus the devil, who began, by the help of an irresistible poverty, to push 
me into this wickedness, brought me to a height beyond the common rate, 
even when my necessities were not so terrifying; for I had now got into a 
little vein of work, and as I was not at a loss to handle my needle, it was 
very probable I might have got my bread honestly enough. 


I must say, that if such a prospect of work had presented itself at first, 
when I began to feel the approach of my miserable circumstances—I say, 
had such a prospect of getting bread by working presented itself then, I had 
never fallen into this wicked trade, or into such a wicked gang as I was now 
embarked with; but practice had hardened me, and I grew audacious to the 
last degree; and the more so, because I had carried it on so long, and had 
never been taken; for, in a word, my new partner in wickedness and I went 
on together so long, without being ever detected, that we not only grew 
bold, but we grew rich, and we had at one time one-and-twenty gold 
watches in our hands. 


I remember that one day being a little more serious than ordinary, and 
finding I had so good a stock beforehand as I had, for I had near £200 in 
money for my share, it came strongly into my mind, no doubt from some 
kind spirit, if such there be, that as at first poverty excited me, and my 


distresses drove me to these dreadful shifts, so seeing those distresses were 
now relieved, and I could also get something towards a maintenance by 
working, and had so good a bank to support me, why should I not now 
leave off, while I was well? that I could not expect to go always free; and if 
I was once surprised, I was undone. 


This was doubtless the happy minute, when, if I had hearkened to the 
blessed hint, from whatsoever hand it came, I had still a cast for an easy 
life. But my fate was otherwise determined; the busy devil that drew me in 
had too fast hold of me to let me go back; but as poverty brought me in, so 
avarice kept me in, till there was no going back. As to the arguments which 
my reason dictated for persuading me to lay down, avarice stepped in and 
said, “Go on; you have had very good luck; go on till you have gotten four 
or five hundred pounds, and then you shall leave off, and then you may live 
easy without working at all.” 


Thus I, that was once in the devil’s clutches, was held fast there as with a 
charm, and had no power to go without the circle, till I was engulfed in 
labyrinths of trouble too great to get out at all. 


However, these thoughts left some impression upon me, and made me act 
with some more caution than before, and more than my directors used for 
themselves. My comrade, as I called her (she should have been called my 
teacher), with another of her scholars, was the first in the misfortune; for, 
happening to be upon the hunt for purchase, they made an attempt upon a 


linen-draper in Cheapside, /Z but were snapped by a_hawk’s-eyed 


journeyman,J2 and seized with two pieces of cambric,)2 which were taken 
also upon them. 


This was enough to lodge them both in Newgate, where they had the 
misfortune to have some of their former sins brought to remembrance. Two 
other indictments being brought against them, and the facts being proved 
upon them, they were both condemned to die. They both pleaded their 
bellies, and were both voted quick with child;22 
more with child than I was. 


though my tutoress was no 


I went frequently to see them, and condole with them, expecting that it 
would be my turn next; but the place gave me so much horror, reflecting 


that it was the place of my unhappy birth, and of my mother’s misfortunes, 
that I could not bear it, so I left off going to see them. 


And oh! could I have but taken warning by their disasters, I had been 
happy still, for I was yet free, and had nothing brought against me; but it 
could not be, my measure was not yet filled up. 


My comrade, having the brand of an old offender, was executed; the 
young offender was spared, having obtained a reprieve, but lay starving a 
long while in prison, till at last she got her name into what they call a circuit 


pardon, J& and so came off. 


This terrible example of my comrade frighted me heartily, and for a good 
while I made no excursions; but one night, in the neighbourhood of my 
governess’s house, they cried “Fire.” My governess looked out, for we were 
all up, and cried immediately that such a gentlewoman’s house was all of a 
light fire atop, and so indeed it was. Here she gives me a jog. “Now, child,” 
says she, “there is a rare opportunity, the fire being so near that you may go 
to it before the street is blocked up with the crowd.” She presently gave me 
my cue. “Go, child,” says she, “to the house, and run in and tell the lady, or 
anybody you see, that you come to help them, and that you came from such 
a gentlewoman; that is, one of her acquaintance farther up the street.” 


Away I went, and, coming to the house, I found them all in confusion, you 
may be sure. I ran in, and finding one of the maids, “Alas! sweetheart,” said 
I, “how came this dismal accident? Where is your mistress? Is she safe? 
And where are the children? I come from Madam—to help you.” 


Away runs the maid. “Madam, madam,” says she, screaming as loud as 
she could yell, “here is a gentlewoman come from Madam—to help us.” 
The poor woman, half out of her wits, with a bundle under her arm, and two 
little children, comes towards me. “Madam,” says I, “let me carry the poor 
children to Madam—-; she desires you to send them; she’Il take care of the 
poor lambs;” and so I takes one of them out of her hand, and she lifts the 
other up into my arms. “Ay, do, for God’s sake,” says she, “carry them. Oh! 
thank her for her kindness.” “Have you anything else to secure, madam?” 
says I; “she will take care of it.” “Oh dear!” says she, “God bless her; take 
this bundle of plate and carry it to her too. Oh, she is a good woman! Oh, 
we are utterly ruined, undone!” And away she runs from me out of her wits, 


and the maids after her, and away comes I with the two children and the 
bundle. 


I was no sooner got into the street but I saw another woman come to me. 
“Oh!” says she, “mistress,” in a piteous tone, “you will let fall the child. 
Come, come, this is a sad time; let me help you;” and immediately lays hold 
of my bundle to carry it for me. “No,” says I; “if you will help me, take the 
child by the hand, and lead it for me but to the upper end of the street; I’ll 
go with you and satisfy you for your pains.” 


She could not avoid going, after what I said; but the creature, in short, 
was one of the same business with me, and wanted nothing but the bundle; 
however, she went with me to the door, for she could not help it. When we 
were come there I whispered her, “Go, child,” said I, “I understand your 
trade; you may meet with purchase enough.” 


She understood me and walked off. I thundered at the door with the 
children, and as the people were raised before by the noise of the fire, I was 
soon let in, and I said, “Is madam awake? Pray tell her Mrs.—desires the 
favour of her to take the two children in; poor lady, she will be undone, 
their house is all of a flame.” They took the children in very civilly, pitied 
the family in distress, and away came I with my bundle. One of the maids 
asked me if I was not to leave the bundle too. I said, “No, sweetheart, ’t is 
to go to another place; it does not belong to them.” 


I was a great way out of the hurry now, and so I went on and brought the 
bundle of plate, which was very considerable, straight home to my old 
governess. She told me she would not look into it, but bade me go again and 
look for more. 


She gave me the like cue to the gentlewoman of the next house to that 
which was on fire, and I did my endeavour to go, but by this time the alarm 


of fire was so great, and so many engines playing,J@ and the street so 
thronged with people, that I could not get near the house whatever I could 
do; so I came back again to my governess’s, and taking the bundle up into 
my chamber, I began to examine it. It is with horror that I tell what a 
treasure I found there; ’t is enough to say, that besides most of the family 
plate, which was considerable, I found a gold chain, an old-fashioned thing, 
the locket of which was broken, so that I suppose it had not been used some 


years, but the gold was not the worse for that; also a little box of burying 
rings, the lady’s wedding-ring, and some broken bits of old lockets of gold, 
a gold watch, and a purse with about £24 value in old pieces of gold coin, 
and several other things of value. 


This was the greatest and the worst prize that ever I was concerned in; for 
indeed, though, as I have said above, I was hardened now beyond the power 
of all reflection in other cases, yet it really touched me to the very soul 
when I looked into this treasure, to think of the poor disconsolate 
gentlewoman who had lost so much besides, and who would think, to be 
sure, that she had saved her plate and best things; how she would be 
surprised when she should find that she had been deceived, and that the 
person that took her children and her goods had come, as was pretended, 
from the gentlewoman in the next street, but that the children had been put 
upon her without her own knowledge. 


I say, I confess the inhumanity of this action moved me very much, and 
made me relent exceedingly, and tears stood in my eyes upon that subject; 
but with all my sense of its being cruel and inhuman, I could never find in 
my heart to make any restitution. The reflection wore off, and I quickly 
forgot the circumstances that attended it. 


Nor was this all; for though by this job I was become considerably richer 
than before, yet the resolution I had formerly taken of leaving off this horrid 
trade when I had gotten a little more, did not return, but I must still get 
more; and the avarice had such success, that I had no more thoughts of 
coming to a timely alteration of life, though without it I could expect no 
safety, no tranquillity in the possession of what I had gained; a little more, 
and a little more, was the case still. 


At length, yielding to the importunities of my crime, I cast off all remorse, 
and all the reflections on that head turned to no more than this, that I might 
perhaps come to have one booty more that might complete all; but though I 
certainly had that one booty, yet every hit looked towards another, and was 
sO encouraging to me to go on with the trade, that I had no gust to the 
laying it down. 


In this condition, hardened by success, and resolving to go on, I fell into 
the snare in which I was appointed to meet with my last reward for this kind 


of life. But even this was not yet, for I met with several successful 
adventures more in this way. 


My governess was for a while really concerned for the misfortune of my 
comrade that had been hanged, for she knew enough of my governess to 
have sent her the same way, and which made her very uneasy; indeed she 
was in a very great fright. 


It is true that when she was gone, and had not told what she knew, my 
governess was easy as to that point, and perhaps glad she was hanged, for it 
was in her power to have obtained a pardon at the expense of her friends; 


but the loss of her, and the sense of her kindness in not making her market!£ 
of what she knew, moved my governess to mourn very sincerely for her. I 
comforted her as well as I could, and she in return hardened me to merit 
more completely the same fate. 


However, as I have said, it made me the more wary, and particularly I was 
very shy of shoplifting, especially among the mercers and drapers, who are 
a set of fellows that have their eyes very much about them. I made a venture 
or two among the lace folks and the milliners, and particularly at one shop 
where two young women were newly set up, and had not been bred to the 
trade. There I carried off a piece of bone-lace, worth six or seven pounds, 


and a paper of thread.J£ But this was but once; it was a trick that would not 
serve again. 


It was always reckoned a safe job when we heard of a new shop, and 
especially when the people were such as were not bred to shops. Such may 
depend upon it that they will be visited once or twice at their beginning, and 
they must be very sharp indeed if they can prevent it. 


I made another adventure or two after this, but they were but trifles. 
Nothing considerable offering for a good while, I began to think that I must 
give over trade in earnest; but my governess, who was not willing to lose 
me, and expected great things of me, brought me one day into company 
with a young woman and a fellow that went for her husband, though, as it 
appeared afterwards, she was not his wife, but they were partners in the 
trade they carried on, and in something else too. In short, they robbed 
together, lay together, were taken together, and at last were hanged together. 


I came into a kind of league with these two by the help of my governess, 
and they carried me out into three or four adventures, where I rather saw 
them commit some coarse and unhandy robberies, in which nothing but a 
great stock of impudence on their side, and gross negligence on the people’s 
side who were robbed, could have made them successful. So I resolved 
from that time forward to be very cautious how I adventured with them; 
and, indeed, when two or three unlucky projects were proposed by them, I 
declined the offer, and persuaded them against it. One time they particularly 
proposed robbing a watchmaker of three gold watches, which they had eyed 
in the daytime, and found the place where he laid them. One of them had so 
many keys of all kinds, that he made no question to open the place where 
the watchmaker had laid them; and so we made a kind of an appointment; 
but when I came to look narrowly into the thing, I found they proposed 
breaking open the house, and this I would not embark in, so they went 
without me. They did get into the house by main force, and broke up the 
locked place where the watches were, but found but one of the gold 
watches, and a silver one, which they took, and got out of the house again 
very clear. But the family being alarmed, cried out, “Thieves,” and the man 
was pursued and taken; the young woman had got off too, but unhappily 
was stopped at a distance, and the watches found upon her. And thus I had a 
second escape, for they were convicted, and both hanged, being old 
offenders, though but young people; and as I said before that they robbed 
together, so now they hanged together, and there ended my new partnership. 


I began now to be very wary, having so narrowly escaped a scouring, J8 
and having such an example before me; but I had a new tempter, who 
prompted me every day—I mean my governess; and now a prize presented, 
which as it came by her management, so she expected a good share of the 
booty. There was a good quantity of Flanders lace lodged in a private house, 


where she had heard of it, and Flanders lace being prohibited,/2 it was a 


good booty to any custom-house officer)+ that could come at it. I had a full 
account from my governess, as well of the quantity as of the very place 
where it was concealed; so I went to a custom-house officer, and told him I 
had a discovery to make to him, if he would assure me that I should have 
my due share of the reward. This was so just an offer, that nothing could be 


fairer; so he agreed, and taking a constable) and me with him, we beset the 
house. As I told him I could go directly to the place, he left it to me; and the 
hole being very dark, I squeezed myself into it, with a candle in my hand, 
and so reached the pieces out to him, taking care as I gave him some so to 
secure as much about myself as I could conveniently dispose of. There was 
near £300 worth of lace in the whole, and I secured about £50 worth of it 
myself The people of the house were not owners of the lace, but a merchant 
who had entrusted them with it; so that they were not so surprised as I 
thought they would be. 


I left the officer overjoyed with his prize, and fully satisfied with what he 
had got, and appointed to meet him at a house of his own directing, where I 
came after I had disposed of the cargo I had about me, of which he had not 


the least suspicion. When I came he began to capitulate,Jk believing I did 
not understand the right I had in the prize, and would fain have put me off 
with £20; but I let him know that I was not so ignorant as he supposed I 
was; and yet I was glad, too, that he offered to bring me to a certainty. I 
asked £100, and he rose up to £30; I fell to £80, and he rose again to £40; in 
a word, he offered £50, and I consented, only demanding a piece of lace, 
which I thought came to about £8 or £9, as if it had been for my own wear, 
and he agreed to it. So I got £50 in money paid me that same night, and 
made an end of the bargain; nor did he ever know who I was, or where to 
inquire for me, so that if it had been discovered that part of the goods were 
embezzled, he could have made no challenge upon me for it. 


I very punctuallyd! divided this spoil with my governess, and I passed 
with her from this time for a very dexterous manager in the nicest cases. I 
found that this last was the best and easiest sort of work that was in my way, 
and I made it my business to inquire out prohibited goods, and after buying 


some, usually betrayed them,J# but none of these discoveries amounted to 
anything considerable, not like that I related just now; but I was cautious of 
running the great risks which I found others did, and in which they 
miscarried every day. 


The next thing of moment was an attempt at a gentlewoman’s gold watch. 


It happened in a crowd, at a meeting-house,)!# where I was in very great 


danger of being taken. I had full hold of her watch, but giving a great jostle 
as if somebody had thrust me against her, and in the juncture giving the 
watch a fair pull, I found it would not come, so I let it go that moment, and 
cried as if I had been killed, that somebody had trod upon my foot, and that 
there was certainly pickpockets there, for somebody or other had given a 
pull at my watch; for you are to observe that on these adventures we always 
went very well dressed, and I had very good clothes on, and a gold watch 
by my side, as like a lady as other folks. 


I had no sooner said so but the other gentlewoman cried out, “A 
pickpocket,” too, for somebody, she said, had tried to pull her watch away. 


When I touched her watch I was close to her, but when I cried out I 
stopped as it were short, and the crowd bearing her forward a little, she 
made a noise too, but it was at some distance from me, so that she did not in 
the least suspect me; but when she cried out, “A pickpocket,” somebody 
cried out, “Ay, and here has been another; this gentlewoman has been 
attempted too.” 


At that very instant, a little farther in the crowd, and very luckily too, they 
cried out, “A pickpocket,” again, and really seized a young fellow in the 
very fact. This, though unhappy for the wretch, was very opportunely for 
my case, though I had carried it handsomely enough before; but now it was 
out of doubt, and all the loose part of the crowd ran that way, and the poor 
boy was delivered up to the rage of the street, which is a cruelty I need not 
describe, and which, however, they are always glad of, rather than be sent to 
Newgate, where they lie often a long time, and sometimes they are hanged, 
and the best they can look for, if they are convicted, is to be transported. 


This was a narrow escape to me, and I was so frighted that I ventured no 
more at gold watches a great while. There were indeed many circumstances 
in this adventure which assisted to my escape; but the chief was, that the 
woman whose watch I had pulled at was a fool; that is to say, she was 
ignorant of the nature of the attempt, which one would have thought she 
should not have been, seeing she was wise enough to fasten her watch so 
that it could not be slipped up; but she was in such a fright that she had no 
thought about her; for she, when she felt the pull, screamed out, and pushed 
herself forward, and put all the people about her into disorder, but said not a 


word of her watch, or of a pickpocket, for at least two minutes, which was 
time enough for me, and to spare; for as I had cried out behind her, as I have 
said, and bore myself back in the crowd as she bore forward, there were 
several people, at least seven or eight, the throng being still moving on, that 
were got between me and her in that time, and then I crying out “A 
pickpocket” rather sooner than she, she might as well be the person 
suspected as I, and the people were confused in their inquiry; whereas, had 
she, with a presence of mind needful on such an occasion, as soon as she 
felt the pull, not screamed out as she did, but turned immediately round and 
seized the next body that was behind her, she had infallibly taken me. 


This is a direction not of the kindest sort to the fraternity, but ’t is 


certainly a key to the cluel2 of a pickpocket’s motions; and whoever can 
follow it, will as certainly catch the thief as he will be sure to miss if he 
does not. 


I had another adventure, which puts this matter out of doubt,J2 and which 
may be an instruction for posterity in the case of a pickpocket. My good old 


governess, to give a short touchl9 at her history, though she had left off the 
trade, was, as I may say, born a pickpocket, and, as I understood afterward, 
had run through all the several degrees of that art, and yet had been taken 


but once, when she was so grossly detectedJE that she was convicted, and 
ordered to be transported; but being a woman of a rare tongue, and withal 
having money in her pocket, she found means, the ship putting into Ireland 
for provisions, to get on shore there, where she practised her old trade some 
years; when falling into another sort of company, she turned midwife and 
procuress, and played a hundred pranks, which she gave me a little history 
of, in confidence between us as we grew more intimate; and it was to this 
wicked creature that I owed all the dexterity I arrived to, in which there 
were few that ever went beyond me, or that practised so long without any 
misfortune. 


It was after those adventures in Ireland, and when she was pretty well 
known in that country, that she left Dublin, and came over to England, 
where the time of her transportation being not expired, she left her former 
trade, for fear of falling into bad hands again, for then she was sure to have 


gone to wreck. Here she set up the same trade she had followed in Ireland, 
in which she soon, by her admirable management and a good tongue, 
arrived to the height which I have already described, and indeed began to be 
rich, though her trade fell again afterwards. 


I mention thus much of the history of this woman here, the better to 
account for the concern she had in the wicked life I was now leading, into 
all the particulars of which she led me, as it were, by the hand, and gave me 
such directions, and I so well followed them, that I grew the greatest artist 
of my time, and worked myself out of every danger with such dexterity, that 
when several more of my comrades ran themselves into Newgate, by that 
time they had been half a year at the trade, I had now practised upwards of 
five years, and the people at Newgate did not so much as know me; they 
had heard much of me indeed, and often expected me there, but I always 
got off, though many times in the extremest danger. 


One of the greatest dangers I was now in, was that I was too well known 
among the trade, and some of them, whose hatred was owing rather to envy 
than any injury I had done them, began to be angry that I should always 
escape when they were always catched and hurried to Newgate. These were 
they that gave me the name of Moll Flanders; for it was no more of affinity 
with my real name, or with any of the names I had ever gone by, than black 
is of kin to white, except that once, as before, I called myself Mrs. Flanders, 
when I sheltered myself in the Mint; but that these rogues never knew, nor 
could I ever learn how they came to give me the name, or what the occasion 
of it was. 


I was soon informed that some of these who were gotten fast into 
Newgate had vowed to impeach me; and as I knew that two or three of them 
were but too able to do it, I was under a great concern, and kept within 
doors for a good while. But my governess, who was partner in my success, 
and who now played a sure game, for she had no share in the hazard,—I 
say, My governess was something impatient of my leading such a useless, 
unprofitable life, as she called it; and she laid a new contrivance for my 


going abroad, and this was to dress me up in men’s clothes, 22 and so put 


me into a new kind of practice. 


I was tall and personable, but a little too smooth-faced for a man; 
however, as I seldom went abroad but in the night, it did well enough; but it 
was long before I could behave in my new clothes. It was impossible to be 
so nimble, so ready, so dexterous at these things in a dress contrary to 
nature; and as I did everything clumsily, so I had neither the success or 
easiness of escape that I had before, and I resolved to leave it off; but that 
resolution was confirmed soon after by the following accident. 


As my governess had disguised me like a man, so she joined me with a 
man, a young fellow that was nimble enough at his business, and for about 
three weeks we did very well together. Our principal trade was watching 
shopkeepers’ counters, and slipping off any kinds of goods we could see 
carelessly laid anywhere, and we made several good bargains, as we called 
them, at this work. And as we kept always together, so we grew very 
intimate, yet he never knew that I was not a man, nay, though I several 
times went home with him to his lodgings, according as our business 
directed, and four or five times lay with him all night. But our design lay 
another way, and it was absolutely necessary to me to conceal my sex from 
him, as appeared afterwards. The circumstances of our living, coming in 
late, and having such business to do as required that nobody should be 
trusted with coming into our lodgings, were such as made it impossible to 
me to refuse lying with him, unless I would have owned my sex; and as it 
was, I effectually concealed myself. 


But his ill, and my good, fortune soon put an end to this life, which I must 
own I was sick of too. We had made several prizes in this new way of 
business, but the last would have been extraordinary. There was a shop in a 
certain street which had a warehouse behind it that looked into another 
street, the house making the corner. 


Through the window of the warehouse we saw lying on the counter or 
showboard, which was just before it, five pieces of silks, besides other 
stuffs, and though it was almost dark, yet the people, being busy in the fore- 
shop, had not had time to shut up those windows, or else had forgot it. 


This the young fellow was so overjoyed with, that he could not restrain 
himself. It lay within his reach, he said, and he swore violently to me that 
he would have it, if he broke down the house for it. I dissuaded him a little, 


but saw there was no remedy; so he ran rashly upon it, slipped out a square 
out of the sash window dexterously enough, and got four pieces of the silks, 
and came with them towards me, but was immediately pursued with a 
terrible clutter and noise. We were standing together indeed, but I had not 
taken any of the goods out of his hand, when I said to him hastily, “You are 
undone!” He ran like lightning, and I too, but the pursuit was hotter after 
him, because he had the goods. He dropped two of the pieces, which 
stopped them a little, but the crowd increased, and pursued us both. They 
took him soon after with the other two pieces, and then the rest followed 
me. I ran for it and got into my governess’s house, whither some quick-eyed 


people followed me so warmly as to fix me there. They did not 
immediately knock at the door, by which I got time to throw off my 
disguise and dress me in my own clothes; besides, when they came there, 
my governess, who had her tale ready, kept her door shut, and called out to 
them and told them there was no man come in there. The people affirmed 
there did a man come in there, and swore they would break open the door. 


My governess, not at all surprised, spoke calmly to them, told them they 
should very freely come and search her house, if they would bring a 
constable, and let in none but such as the constable would admit, for it was 
unreasonable to let in a whole crowd. This they could not refuse, though 
they were a crowd. So a constable was fetched immediately, and she very 
freely opened the door; the constable kept the door, and the men he 
appointed searched the house, my governess going with them from room to 
room. When she came to my room she called to me, and said aloud, 
“Cousin, pray open the door; here’s some gentlemen that must come and 
look into your room.” 


I had a little girl with me, which was my governess’s grandchild, as she 
called her; and I bade her open the door, and there sat I at work with a great 
litter of things about me, as if I had been at work all day, being undressed, 
with only night-clothes on my head, and a loose morning-gown about me. 
My governess made a kind of excuse for their disturbing me, telling partly 
the occasion of it, and that she had no remedy but to open the doors to 
them, and let them satisfy themselves, for all she could say would not 
satisfy them. I sat still, and bid them search if they pleased, for if there was 
anybody in the house, I was sure they were not in my room; and for the rest 


of the house, I had nothing to say to that, I did not understand what they 
looked for. 


Everything looked so innocent and so honest about me, that they treated 
me civiller than I expected; but it was not till they had searched the room to 
a nicety, even under the bed, and in the bed, and everywhere else, where it 
was possible anything could be hid. When they had done, and could find 
nothing, they asked my pardon and went down. 


When they had thus searched the house from bottom to top, and then from 
top to bottom, and could find nothing, they appeased the mob pretty well; 
but they carried my governess before the justice. Two men swore that they 
saw the man whom they pursued go into her house. My governess rattled 
and made a great noise that her house should be insulted, and that she 
should be used thus for nothing; that if a man did come in, he might go out 
again presently for aught she knew, for she was ready to make oath that no 
man had been within her doors all that day as she knew of, which was very 
true; that it might be, that as she was above-stairs, any fellow in a fright 
might find the door open, and run in for shelter when he was pursued, but 
that she knew nothing of it; and if it had been so, he certainly went out 
again, perhaps at the other door, for she had another door into an alley, and 
so had made his escape. 


This was indeed probable enough, and the justice satisfied himself with 
giving her an oath that she had not received or admitted any man into her 
house to conceal him, or protect or hide him from justice. This oath she 
might justly take, and did so, and so she was dismissed. 


It is easy to judge what a fright I was in upon this occasion, and it was 
impossible for my governess ever to bring me to dress in that disguise 
again; for, as I told her, I should certainly betray myself. 


My poor partner in this mischief was now in a bad case, for he was 


carried away before my Lord Mayor,24 and by his worship committed to 


Newgate, and the people that took him were so willing, as well as able, to 


prosecute him, that they offered themselves to enter into recognisances)£ to 
appear at the sessions, and pursue the charge against him. 


However, he got his indictment deferred, upon promise to discover his 
accomplices, and particularly the man that was concerned with him in this 
robbery; and he failed not to do his endeavour, for he gave in my name, 
whom he called Gabriel Spencer, which was the name I went by to him; and 
here appeared the wisdom of my concealing myself from him, without 
which I had been undone. 


He did all he could to discover this Gabriel Spencer; he described me; he 
discovered the place where he said I lodged; and, in a word, all the 
particulars that he could of my dwelling; but having concealed the main 
circumstances of my sex from him, I had a vast advantage, and he could 
never hear of me. He brought two or three families into trouble by his 
endeavouring to find me out, but they knew nothing of me, any more than 
that he had a fellow with him that they had seen, but knew nothing of. And 
as to my governess, though she was the means of his coming to me, yet it 
was done at second-hand, and he knew nothing of her neither. 


This turned to his disadvantage; for having promised discoveries, but not 
being able to make it good, it was looked upon as trifling, and he was the 
more fiercely pursued by the shopkeeper. 


I was, however, terribly uneasy all this while, and that I might be quite out 
of the way, I went away from my governess for a while; but not knowing 
whither to wander, I took a maid-servant with me, and took the stage-coach 
to Dunstable, to my old landlord and landlady, where I lived so handsomely 


with my Lancashire husband. Here I told her a formal" story, that I 
expected my husband every day from Ireland, and that I had sent a letter to 
him that I would meet him at Dunstable at her house, and that he would 
certainly land, if the wind was fair, in a few days; so that I was come to 
spend a few days with them till he could come, for he would either come 


post,J¥ or in the West Chester coach, I knew not which; but whichsoever it 
was, he would be sure to come to that house to meet me. 


My landlady was mighty glad to see me, and my landlord made such a stir 
with me, that if I had been a princess I could not have been better used, and 
here I might have been welcome a month or two if I had thought fit. 


But my business was of another nature. I was very uneasy (though so well 
disguised that it was scarce possible to detect me) 


lest this fellow should find me out; and though he could not charge me 
with the robbery, having persuaded him not to venture, and having done 
nothing of it myself, yet he might have charged me with other things, and 
have bought his own life at the expense of mine. 


This filled me with horrible apprehensions. I had no resource, no friend, 
no confidant but my old governess, and I knew no remedy but to put my life 
into her hands; and so I did, for I let her know where to send to me, and had 
several letters from her while I stayed here. Some of them almost scared me 
out of my wits; but at last she sent me the joyful news that he was hanged, 
which was the best news to me that I had heard a great while. 


I had stayed here five weeks, and lived very comfortably indeed, the 
secret anxiety of my mind excepted. But when I received this letter I looked 
pleasantly again, and told my landlady that I had received a letter from my 
spouse in Ireland, that I had the good news of his being very well, but had 
the bad news that his business would not permit him to come away so soon 
as he expected, and so I was like to go back again without him. 


My landlady complimented me upon the good news, however, that I had 
heard he was well. “For I have observed, madam,” says she, “you han’t 
been so pleasant as you used to be; you have been over head and ears in 
care for him, I dare say,” says the good woman; “ ’t is easy to be seen 
there’s an alteration in you for the better,” says she. “Well, I am sorry the 
squire can’t come yet,” says my landlord; “I should have been heartily glad 
to have seen him. When you have certain news of his coming, you’ll take a 
step hither again, madam,” says he; “you shall be very welcome whenever 
you please to come.” 


With all these fine compliments we parted, and I came merry enough to 
London, and found my governess as well pleased as I was. And now she 
told me she would never recommend any partner to me again, for she 
always found, she said, that I had the best luck when I ventured by myself. 
And so indeed I had, for I was seldom in any danger when I was by myself, 
or if I was, I got out of it with more dexterity than when I was entangled 


with the dull measures of other people, who had perhaps less forecast JW 


and were more impatient than I; for though I had as much courage to 
venture as any of them, yet I used more caution before I undertook a thing, 
and had more presence of mind to bring myself off. 


I have often wondered even at my own hardiness another way, that when 
all my companions were surprised, and fell so suddenly into the hand of 
justice, yet I could not all this while enter into one serious resolution to 
leave off this trade, and especially considering that I was now very far from 
being poor; that the temptation of necessity, which is the general 
introduction of all such wickedness, was now removed; that I had near £500 
by me in ready money, on which I might have lived very well, if I had 
thought fit to have retired; but, I say, I had not so much as the least 
inclination to leave off; no, not so much as I had before, when I had but 
£200 beforehand, and when I had no such frightful examples before my 
eyes as these were. From hence ’t is evident, that when once we are 
hardened in crime, no fear can affect us, no example give us any warning. 


I had indeed one comrade, whose fate went very near me/X for a good 
while, though I wore it off too in time. That case was indeed very unhappy. 
I had made a prize of a piece of very good damask in a mercer’s shop, and 
went clear off myself, but had conveyed the piece to this companion of 
mine, when we went out of the shop, and she went one way, I went another. 
We had not been long out of the shop but the mercer missed the piece of 
stuff, and sent his messengers, one one way, and one another, and they 
presently seized her that had the piece, with the damask upon her; as for 
me, I had very luckily stepped into a house where there was a lace 


chamber, up one pair of stairs, and had the satisfaction, or the terror, 
indeed, of looking out of the window, and seeing the poor creature dragged 
away to the justice, who immediately committed her to Newgate. 


I was careful to attempt nothing in the lace chamber, but tumbled their 
goods pretty much to spend time; then bought a few yards of edging, and 
paid for it, and came away very sad-hearted indeed, for the poor woman 
who was in tribulation for what I only had stolen. 


Here again my old caution stood me in good stead; though I often robbed 
with these people, yet I never let them know who I was, nor could they ever 
find out my lodging, though they often endeavoured to watch me to it. They 


all knew me by the name of Moll Flanders, though even some of them 
rather believed I was she than knew me to be so. My name was public 
among them indeed, but how to find me out they knew not, nor so much as 
how to guess at my quarters, whether they were at the east end of the town 
or the west; and this wariness was my safety upon all these occasions. 


I kept close a great while upon the occasion of this woman’s disaster. I 
knew that if I should do anything that should miscarry, and should be 
carried to prison, she would be there, and ready to witness against me, and 
perhaps save her life at my expense. I considered that I began to be very 


well known by name at the Old Bailey,)2 though they did not know my 
face, and that if I should fall into their hands, I should be treated as an old 
offender; and for this reason I was resolved to see what this poor creature’s 
fate should be before I stirred, though several times in her distress I 
conveyed money to her for her relief. 


At length she came to her trial. She pleaded she did not steal the things, 
but that one Mrs. Flanders, as she heard her called (for she did not know 
her), gave the bundle to her after they came out of the shop, and bade her 
carry it home. They asked her where this Mrs. Flanders was, but she could 
not produce her, neither could she give the least account of me; and the 
mercer’s men swearing positively that she was in the shop when the goods 
were stolen, that they immediately missed them, and pursued her, and found 
them upon her, thereupon the jury brought her in guilty; but the court 
considering that she really was not the person that stole the goods, and that 
it was very possible she could not find out this Mrs. Flanders, meaning me, 
though it would save her life, which indeed was true, they allowed her to be 
transported; which was the utmost favour she could obtain, only that the 
court told her, if she could in the meantime produce the said Mrs. Flanders, 
they would intercede for her pardon; that is to say, if she could find me out, 
and hang me, she should not be transported. This I took care to make 
impossible to her, and so she was shipped off in pursuance of her sentence a 
little while after. 


I must repeat it again, that the fate of this poor woman troubled me 
exceedingly, and I began to be very pensive, knowing that I was really the 
instrument of her disaster; but my own life, which was so evidently in 


danger, took off my tenderness; and seeing she was not put to death, I was 
easy at her transportation, because she was then out of the way of doing me 
any mischief, whatever should happen. 


The disaster of this woman was some months before that of the last- 
recited story, and was indeed partly the occasion of my governess proposing 
to dress me up in men’s clothes, that I might go about unobserved; but I was 
soon tired of that disguise, as I have said, for it exposed me to too many 
difficulties. 


I was now easy as to all fear of witnesses against me, for all those that had 
either been concerned with me, or that knew me by the name of Moll 
Flanders, were either hanged or transported; and if I should have had the 
misfortune to be taken, I might call myself anything else, as well as Moll 
Flanders, and no old sins could be placed to my account; so I began to run 


a-tickka again, with the more freedom, and several successful adventures I 
made, though not such as I had made before. 


We had at that time another fire happened not a great way off from the 
place where my governess lived, and I made an attempt there as before; but 
as I was not soon enough before the crowd of people came in, and could not 


get to the house I aimed at, instead of a prize, I got a mischief,K2 which had 
almost put a period to my life and all my wicked doings together; for the 
fire being very furious, and the people in a great fright in removing their 
goods, and throwing them out of window, a wench from out of a window 
threw a feather-bed just upon me. It is true, the bed being soft, it broke no 
bones; but as the weight was great, and made greater by the fall, it beat me 
down, and laid me dead for awhile: nor did the people concern themselves 
much to deliver me from it, or to recover me at all; but I lay like one dead 
and neglected a good while, till somebody going to remove the bed out of 
the way, helped me up. It was indeed a wonder the people in the house had 
not thrown other goods out after it, and which might have fallen upon it, 
and then I had been inevitably killed; but I was reserved for further 
afflictions. 


This accident, however, spoiled my marketK for that time, and I came 
home to my governess very much hurt and frighted, and it was a good while 


before she could set me upon my feet again. 


It was now a merry time of the year, and Bartholomew Fair was begun.22 
I had never made any walks that way, nor was the fair of much advantage to 


me; but I took a turn this year into the cloisters,k¢ and there I fell into one 


of the raffling shops.Ke It was a thing of no great consequence to me, but 
there came a gentleman extremely well dressed and very rich, and as ’t is 
frequent to talk to everybody in those shops, he singled me out, and was 
very particular with me. First he told me he would put in for me to raffle, 
and did so; and some small matter coming to his lot, he presented it to me— 
I think it was a feather muff; then he continued to keep talking to me with a 
more than common appearance of respect, but still very civil, and much like 
a gentleman. 


He held me in talk so long, till at last he drew me out of the raffling place 
to the shop-door, and then to take a walk in the cloister, still talking of a 
thousand things cursorily without anything to the purpose. At last he told 
me that he was charmed with my company, and asked me if I durst trust 
myself in a coach with him; he told me he was a man of honour, and would 
not offer anything to me unbecoming him. I seemed to decline it a while, 
but suffered myself to be importuned a little, and then yielded. 


I was at a loss in my thoughts to conclude at first what this gentleman 
designed; but I found afterward he had had some drink in his head, and that 
he was not very unwilling to have some more. He carried me to the Spring 


Garden, at Knightsbridge, £! where we walked in the gardens, and he treated 


me very handsomely; but I found he drank freely. He pressed me also to 
drink, but I declined it. 


Hitherto he kept his word with me, and offered me nothing amiss. We 
came away in the coach again, and he brought me into the streets, and by 
this time it was near ten o’clock at night, when he stopped the coach at a 
house where, it seems, he was acquainted, and where they made no scruple 
to show us upstairs into a room with a bed in it. At first I seemed to be 
unwilling to go up, but after a few words I yielded to that too, being indeed 
willing to see the end of it, and in hopes to make something of it at last. As 
for the bed, &c., I was not much concerned about that part. 


Here he began to be a little freer with me than he had promised ; and I by 
little and little yielded to everything, so that, in a word, he did what he 
pleased with me; I need say no more. All this while he drank freely too, and 
about one in the morning we went into the coach again. The air and the 
shaking of the coach made the drink get more up in his head, and he grew 
uneasy, and was for acting over again what he had been doing before; but as 
I thought my game now secure, I resisted, and brought him to be a little 
still, which had not lasted five minutes but he fell fast asleep. 


I took this opportunity to search him to a nicety.&8 I took a gold watch, 


with a silk purse of gold, his fine full-bottom periwigkh and silver-fringed 
gloves, his sword and fine snuff-box, and gently opening the coach-door, 
stood ready to jump out while the coach was going on; but the coach 
stopping in the narrow street beyond Temple Bar&! to let another coach 
pass, I got softly out, fastened the door again, and gave my gentleman and 


the coach the slip together. 


This was an adventure indeed unlooked for, and perfectly undesigned by 
me; though I was not so past the merry part of life as to forget how to 
behave, when a fop so blinded by his appetite should not know an old 
woman from a young. I did not indeed look so old as I was by ten or twelve 
years; yet I was not a young wench of seventeen, and it was easy enough to 


be distinguished. There is nothing so absurd, so surfeiting,4) so ridiculous, 
as a man heated by wine in his head, and a wicked gust in his inclination 
together; he is in the possession of two devils at once, and can no more 
govern himself by his reason than a mill can grind without water; vice 
tramples upon all that was in him that had any good in it; nay, his very 
sense is blinded by its own rage, and he acts absurdities even in his view; 
such as drinking more, when he is drunk already; picking up a common 
woman, without any regard to what she is or who she is; whether sound or 
rotten, clean or unclean; whether ugly or handsome, old or young; and so 
blinded as not really to distinguish. Such a man is worse than lunatic; 
prompted by his vicious head, he no more knows what he is doing than this 
wretch of mine knew when I picked his pocket of his watch and his purse of 
gold. 


These are the men of whom Solomon says, “They go like an ox to the 


slaughter, till a dart strikes through their liver;”KK an admirable description, 


by the way, of the foul disease, which is a poisonous deadly contagion 
mingling with the blood, whose centre or fountain is in the liver; from 
whence, by the swift circulation of the whole mass, that dreadful nauseous 
plague strikes immediately through his liver, and his spirits are infected, his 
vitals stabbed through as with a dart. 


It is true this poor unguarded wretch was in no danger from me, though I 
was greatly apprehensive at first what danger I might be in from him; but he 
was really to be pitied in one respect, that he seemed to be a good sort of a 
man in himself: a gentleman that had no harm in his design; a man of sense, 
and of a fine behaviour, a comely handsome person, a sober and solid 


countenance, £! a charming beautiful face, and everything that could be 


agreeable; only had unhappily had some drink the night before; had not 
been in bed, as he told me when we were together; was hot, and his blood 
fired with wine, and in that condition his reason, as it were asleep, had 
given him up. 

As for me, my business was his money, and what I could make of him; 
and after that, if I could have found out anyway to have done it, I would 
have sent him safe home to his house and to his family, for ’t was ten to one 
but he had an honest, virtuous wife and innocent children, that were anxious 
for his safety, and would have been glad to have gotten him home, and 
taken care of him, till he was restored to himself: and then with what shame 
and regret would he look back upon himself! how would he reproach 
himself with associating himself with a whore! picked up in the worst of all 
holes, the cloister, among the dirt and filth of the town! how would he be 


trembling for fear he had got the pox,Km for fear a dart had struck through 
his liver, and hate himself every time he looked back upon the madness and 
brutality of his debauch! how would he, if he had any principles of honour, 
abhor the thought of giving any ill distemper, if he had it, as for aught he 
knew he might, to his modest and virtuous wife, and thereby sowing the 
contagion in the life-blood of his posterity! 


Would such gentlemen but consider the contemptible thoughts which the 
very women they are concerned with, in such cases as these, have of them, 


it would be a surfeitX® to them. As I said above, they value not the pleasure, 
they are raised by no inclination to the man, the passive jade thinks of no 
pleasure but the money; and when he is, as it were, drunk in the ecstasies of 
his wicked pleasure, her hands are in his pockets for what she can find 
there, and of which he can no more be sensible in the moment of his folly 
than he can fore-think of it when he goes about it. 


I knew a woman that was so dexterous with a fellow, who indeed 
deserved no better usage, that while he was busy with her another way, 


conveyed his purse with twenty guineas in it out of his fob-pocket,K2 where 


he had put it for fear of her, and put another purse with gilded counters in it 
into the room of it. After he had done he says to her, “Now han’t you picked 
my pocket?” She jested with him, and told him she supposed he had not 
much to lose; he put his hand to his fob, and with his fingers felt that his 
purse was there, which fully satisfied him, and so she brought off his 
money. And this was a trade with her; she kept a sham gold watch and a 
purse of counters in her pocket to be ready on all such occasions, and I 
doubt not practised it with success. 


I came home with this last booty to my governess, and really when I told 
her the story, it so affected her that she was hardly able to forbear tears, to 
think how such a gentleman ran a daily risk of being undone, every time a 
glass of wine got into his head. 


But as to the purchase I got, and how entirely I stripped him, she told me 
it pleased her wonderfully. “Nay, child,” says she, “the usage may, for aught 
I know, do more to reform him than all the sermons that ever he will hear in 
his life.” And if the remainder of the story be true, so it did. 


I found the next day she was wonderful inquisitive about this gentleman; 
the description I gave her of him, his dress, his person, his face, all 
concurred to make her think of a gentleman whose character she knew. She 
mused a while, and I going on in the particulars, says she, “I lay £100 I 
know the man.” 


“T am sorry if you do,” says I, “for I would not have him exposed on any 
account in the world; he has had injury enough already, and I would not be 
instrumental to do him any more.” “No, no,” says she, “I will do him no 


injury, but you may let me satisfy my curiosity a little, for if it is he, I 
warrant you I find it out.” I was a little startled at that, and I told her, with 
an apparent concern in my face, that by the same rule he might find me out, 
and then I was undone. She returned warmly, “Why, do you think I will 
betray you, child? No, no,” says she, “not for all he is worth in the world. I 
have kept your counsel in worse things than these; sure you may trust me in 
this.” So I said no more. 


She laid her scheme another way, and without acquainting me with it, but 
she was resolved to find it out. So she goes to a certain friend of hers, who 
was acquainted in the family that she guessed at, and told her she had some 
extraordinary business with such a gentleman (who, by the way, was no less 


than a baronetKP and of a very good family), and that she knew not how to 
come at him without somebody to introduce her. Her friend promised her 
readily to do it, and accordingly goes to the house to see if the gentleman 
was in town. 


The next day she comes to my governess and tells her that Sir—was at 
home, but that he had met with a disaster and was very ill, and there was no 
speaking to him. “What disaster?” says my governess hastily, as if she was 


surprised at it. “Why,” says her friend, “he had been at Hampstead&4 to 
visit a gentleman of his acquaintance, and as he came back again, he was 
set upon and robbed; and having got a little drink too, as they suppose, the 
rogues abused him, and he is very ill.” “Robbed!” says my governess, “and 
what did they take from him?” “Why,” says her friend, “they took his gold 
watch and his gold snuff-box, his fine periwig, and what money he had in 
his pocket, which was considerable, to be sure, for Sir—never goes without 
a purse of guineas about him.” 


“Pshaw!” says my old governess, jeering, “I warrant you he has got drunk 
now, and got a whore, and she has picked his pocket, and so he comes home 
to his wife and tells her he has been robbed; that’s an old sham; a thousand 
such tricks are put upon the poor women every day.” 


“Fie!” says her friend, “I find you don’t know Sir—; why, he is as civil a 
gentleman, there is not a finer man, nor a soberer, modester person in the 
whole city; he abhors such things; there’s nobody that knows him will think 
such a thing of him.” “Well, well,” says my governess, “that’s none of my 


business; if it was, I warrant I should find there was something of that in it; 
your modest men in common opinion are sometimes no better than other 
people, only they keep a better character, or, if you please, are the better 
hypocrites.” 


“No, no,” says her friend, “I can assure you Sir—is no hypocrite ; he is 
really an honest, sober gentleman, and he has certainly been robbed.” 
“Nay,” says my governess, “it may be he has; it is no business of mine, I tell 
you; I only want to speak with him; my business is of another nature.” 
“But,” says her friend, “let your business be of what nature it will, you 
cannot see him yet, for he is not fit to be seen, for he is very ill, and bruised 
very much.” “Ay,” says my governess, “nay, then he has fallen into bad 
hands, to be sure.” And then she asked gravely, “Pray, where is he bruised?” 
“Why, in his head,” says her friend, “and one of his hands, and his face, for 
they used him barbarously.” “Poor gentleman,” says my governess. “I must 
wait, then, till he recovers;” and adds, “I hope it will not be long.” 


Away she comes to me, and tells me this story. “I have found out your 
fine gentleman, and a fine gentleman he was,” says she; “but, mercy on 
him, he is in a sad pickle now. I wonder what the d—you have done to him; 
why, you have almost killed him.” I looked at her with disorder enough. “T 
killed him!” says I; “you must mistake the person; I am sure I did nothing to 
him; he was very well when I left him,” said I, “only drunk and fast asleep.” 
“T know nothing of that,” says she, “but he is in a sad pickle now;” and so 
she told me all that her friend had said. “Well, then,” says I, “he fell into 
bad hands after I left him, for I left him safe enough.” 


About ten days after, my governess goes again to her friend, to introduce 
her to this gentleman; she had inquired other ways in the meantime, and 
found that he was about again, so she got leave to speak with him. 


She was a woman of an admirable address, <= and wanted nobody to 


introduce her; she told her tale much better than I shall be able to tell it for 
her, for she was mistress of her tongue, as I said already. She told him that 
she came, though a stranger, with a single design of doing him a service, 
and he should find she had no other end in it; that as she came purely on so 
friendly an account, she begged a promise from him, that if he did not 


accept what she should officiously ks propose, he would not take it ill that 


she meddled with what was not her business; she assured him that as what 
she had to say was a secret that belonged to him only, so whether he 
accepted her offer or not, it should remain a secret to all the world, unless 
he exposed it himself; nor should his refusing her service in it make her so 
little show her respect as to do him the least injury, so that he should be 
entirely at liberty to act as he thought fit. 


He looked very shy at first, and said he knew nothing that related to him 
that required much secrecy; that he had never done any man any wrong, and 
cared not what anybody might say of him; that it was no part of his 
character to be unjust to anybody, nor could he imagine in what any man 
could render him any service; but that if it was as she said, he could not take 
it ill from any one that should endeavour to serve him; and so, as it were, 
left her at liberty either to tell him or not to tell him, as she thought fit. 


She found him so perfectly indifferent, that she was almost afraid to enter 
into the point with him; but, however, after some other circumlocutions, she 
told him, that by a strange and unaccountable accident she came to have a 
particular knowledge of the late unhappy adventure he had fallen into, and 
that in such a manner that there was nobody in the world but herself and 
him that were acquainted with it, no, not the very person that was with him. 


He looked a little angrily at first. “What adventure?” said he. “Why, sir,” 
said she, “of your being robbed coming from Knightsbr—; Hampstead, sir, 
I should say,” says she. “Be not surprised, sir,” says she, “that I am able to 
tell you every step you took that day from the cloister in Smithfield to the 
Spring Garden at Knightsbridge, and thence to the—in the Strand, and how 
you were left asleep in the coach afterwards. I say, let not this surprise you, 


for, sir, I do not come to make a booty of you, Kt I ask nothing of you, and I 
assure you the woman that was with you knows nothing who you are, and 
never shall; and yet perhaps I may serve you further still, for I did not come 
barely to let you know that I was informed of these things, as if I wanted a 
bribe to conceal them; assure yourself, sir,” said she, “that whatever you 
think fit to do or say to me, it shall be all a secret, as it is, as much as if I 
were in my grave.” 


He was astonished at her discourse, and said gravely to her, “Madam, you 
are a stranger to me, but it is very unfortunate that you should be let into the 


secret of the worst action of my life, and a thing that I am justly ashamed 
of, in which the only satisfaction I had was, that I thought it was known 
only to God and my own conscience.” “Pray, sir,” says she, “do not reckon 
the discovery of it to me to be any part of your misfortune. It was a thing, I 
believe, you were surprised into, and perhaps the woman used some art to 
prompt you to it. However, you will never find any just cause,” said she, “to 
repent that I came to hear of it; nor can your mouth be more silent in it than 
I have been, and ever shall be.” 


“Well,” says he, “but let me do some justice to the woman too; whoever 
she is, I do assure you she prompted me to nothing, she rather declined me. 
It was my own folly and madness that brought me into it all; ay, and 
brought her into it too; I must give her her due so far. As to what she took 
from me, I could expect no less from her in the condition I was in, and to 
this hour I know not whether she robbed me or the coachman; if she did it, I 
forgive her. I think all gentlemen that do so should be used in the same 
manner; but I am more concerned for some other things than I am for all 
that she took from me.” 


My governess now began to come into the whole matter, and he opened 
himself freely to her. First, she said to him, in answer to what he had said 
about me, “I am glad, sir, you are so just to the person that you were with. I 
assure you she is a gentlewoman, and no woman of the town; and however 
you prevailed with her as you did, I am sure ’t is not her practice. You ran a 


great ventureXu indeed, sir; but if that be part of your care,KY you may be 


perfectly easy, for I do assure you no man has touched her before you, since 
her husband, and he has been dead now almost eight years.” 


It appeared that this was his grievance, and that he was in a very great 
fright about it; however, when my governess said this to him, he appeared 
very well pleased, and said, “Well, madam, to be plain with you, if I was 
satisfied of that, I should not so much value what I lost; for, as to that, the 
temptation was great, and perhaps she was poor, and wanted it.” “If she had 
not been poor, sir,” says she, “I assure you she would never have yielded to 
you; and as her poverty first prevailed with you to let you do as you did, so 
the same poverty prevailed with her to pay herself at last, when she saw you 


was in such a condition, that if she had not done it, perhaps the next 


coachman or chairmankW. might have done it more to your hurt.” 


“Well,” says he, “much good may it do her. I say again, all the gentlemen 
that do so ought to be used in the same manner, and then they would be 
cautious of themselves. I have no concern about it, but on the score which 
you hinted at before.” Here he entered into some freedoms with her on the 
subject of what passed between us, which are not so proper for a woman to 
write, and the great terror that was upon his mind with relation to his wife, 
for fear she should have received any injury from me, and should 
communicate it farther; and asked her at last if she could not procure him an 
opportunity to speak with me. My governess gave him further assurances of 
my being a woman clear from any such thing, and that he was as entirely 
safe in that respect as he was with his own lady; but as for seeing me, she 
said it might be of dangerous consequence; but, however, that she would 
talk with me, and let him know, endeavouring at the same time to persuade 
him not to desire it, and that it could be of no service to him, seeing she 
hoped he had no desire to renew the correspondence, and that on my 
account it was a kind of putting my life in his hands. 


He told her he had a great desire to see me, that he would give her any 
assurances that were in his power not to take any advantages of me, and that 
in the first place he would give me a general release from all demands of 
any kind. She insisted how it might tend to further divulging the secret, and 
might be injurious to him, entreating him not to press for it; so at length he 
desisted. 


They had some discourse upon the subject of the things he had lost, and 
he seemed to be very desirous of his gold watch, and told her if she could 
procure that for him, he would willingly give as much for it as it was worth. 
She told him she would endeavour to procure it for him, and leave the 
valuing it to himself. 


Accordingly the next day she carried the watch, and he gave her thirty 
guineas for it, which was more than I should have been able to make of it, 
though it seems it cost much more. He spoke something of his periwig, 
which it seems cost him threescore guineas, and his snuff-box; and in a few 
days more she carried them too, which obliged him very much, and he gave 


her thirty more. The next day I sent him his fine sword and cane gratis, AX 


and demanded nothing of him, but had no mind to see him, unless he might 
be satisfied I knew who he was, which he was not willing to. 


Then he entered into a long talk with her of the manner how she came to 
know all this matter. She formed a long tale of that part; how she had it 
from one that I had told the whole story to, and that was to help me dispose 
of the goods; and this confidante brought things to her, she being by 
profession a pawnbroker; and she hearing of his worship’s disaster, guessed 
at the thing in general; that having gotten the things into her hands, she had 
resolved to come and try as she had done. She then gave him repeated 
assurances that it should never go out of her mouth, and though she knew 
the woman very well, yet she had not let her know, meaning me, anything 
of who the person was, which, by the way, was false; but, however, it was 
not to his damage, for I never opened my mouth of it to anybody. 


I had a great many thoughts in my head about my seeing him again, and 
was often sorry that I had refused it. I was persuaded that if I had seen him, 
and let him know that I knew him, I should have made some advantage of 
him, and perhaps have had some maintenance from him, and though it was 
a life wicked enough, yet it was not so full of danger as this I was engaged 
in. However, those thoughts wore off, and I declined seeing him again, for 
that time; but my governess saw him often, and he was very kind to her, 
giving her something almost every time he saw her. One time in particular 
she found him very merry, and as she thought he had some wine in his head 
then, and he pressed her again to let him see the woman that, as he said, had 
bewitched him so that night, my governess, who was from the beginning for 
my seeing him, told him he was so desirous of it that she could almost yield 
to it, if she could prevail upon me; adding that if he would please to come to 
her house in the evening, she would endeavour it, upon his repeated 
assurances of forgetting what was past. 


Accordingly she came to me, and told me all the discourse; in short, she 


soon biassedkY. me to consent, in a case which I had some regret in my 
mind for declining before; so I prepared to see him. I dressed me to all the 
advantage possible, I assure you, and for the first time used a little art; I say 


for the first time, for I had never yielded to the baseness of paint before, 
having always had vanity enough to believe I had no need of it. 


At the hour appointed he came; and as she observed before, so it was 
plain still, that he had been drinking, though very far from what we call 
being in drink. He appeared exceeding pleased to see me, and entered into a 
long discourse with me upon the whole affair. I begged his pardon very 
often for my share of it, protested I had not any such design when first I met 
him, that I had not gone out with him but that I took him for a very civil 
gentleman, and that he made me so many promises of offering no incivility 
to me. 


He alleged the wine he drank, and that he scarce knew what he did, and 
that if it had not been so, he should never have taken the freedom with me 
he had done. He protested to me that he never touched any woman but me 
since he was married to his wife, and it was a surprise upon him; 
complimented me upon being so particularly agreeable to him, and the like; 
and talked so much of that kind, till I found he had talked himself almost 
into a temper to do the thing again. But I took him up short. I protested I 
had never suffered any man to touch me since my husband died, which was 
near eight years. He said he believed it; and added that madam had 
intimated as much to him, and that it was his opinion of that part which 
made him desire to see me again; and since he had once broken in upon his 
virtue with me, and found no ill consequences, he could be safe in venturing 
again; and so, in short, he went on to what I expected, and to what will not 
bear relating. 


My old governess had foreseen it, as well as I, and therefore led him into 
a room which had not a bed in it, and yet had a chamber within it which had 
a bed, whither we withdrew for the rest of the night; and, in short, after 
some time being together, he went to bed, and lay there all night. I 
withdrew, but came again undressed before it was day, and lay with him the 
rest of the time. 


Thus, you see, having committed a crime once is a sad handle to the 
committing of it again; all the reflections wear off when the temptation 
renews itself. Had I not yielded to see him again, the corrupt desire in him 


had worn off, and ’t is very probable he had never fallen into it with 
anybody else, as I really believe he had not done before. 


When he went away, I told him I hoped he was satisfied he had not been 
robbed again. He told me he was fully satisfied in that point, and putting his 
hand in his pocket, gave me five guineas, which was the first money I had 
gained that way for many years. 


I had several visits of the like kind from him, but he never came into a 
settled way of maintenance, which was what I would have been best 
pleased with. Once, indeed, he asked me how I did to live. I answered him 
pretty quick, that I assured him I had never taken that course that I took 
with him, but that indeed I worked at my needle, and could just maintain 
myself; that sometimes it was as much as I was able to do, and I shifted 
hard enough. 


He seemed to reflect upon himself that he should be the first person to 
lead me into that which he assured me he never intended to do himself; and 
it touched him a little, he said, that he should be the cause of his own sin 
and mine too. He would often make just reflections also upon the crime 
itself, and upon the particular circumstances of it, with respect to himself; 
how wine introduced the inclinations, how the devil led him to the place, 
and found out an object to tempt him, and he made the moral always 
himself. 


When these thoughts were upon him he would go away, and perhaps not 
come again in a month’s time or longer; but then as the serious part wore 
off, the lewd part would wear in, and then he came prepared for the wicked 


part. Thus we lived for some time; though he did not keep, KZ as they call it, 


yet he never failed doing things that were handsome, and sufficient to 
maintain me without working, and, which was better, without following my 
old trade. 


But this affair had its end too; for after about a year, I found that he did 
not come so often as usual, and at last he left it off altogether without any 


dislikel@ or bidding adieu; and so there was an end of that short scene of 
life, which added no great store to me, only to make more work for 
repentance. 


During this interval I confined myself pretty much at home; at least, being 
thus provided for, I made no adventures, no, not for a quarter of a year after; 
but then finding the fund fail, and being loth to spend upon the main stock, I 
began to think of my old trade, and to look abroad into the street; and my 
first step was lucky enough. 


I had dressed myself up in a very mean habit, for as I had several shapes 


to appear in, I was now in an ordinary stuff gown, 2 a blue apron, and a 


straw hat; and I placed myself at the door of the Three Cups Inn in St. 
John’s Street. There were several carriers used the inn, and the stage- 


coaches for Barnet,/¢ for Totteridge, and other towns that way stood always 
in the street in the evening, when they prepared to set out, so that I was 
ready for anything that offered. The meaning was this: people come 
frequently with bundles and small parcels to those inns, and call for such 
carriers or coaches as they want, to carry them into the country; and there 
generally attends women, porters’ wives or daughters, ready to take in such 
things for the people that employ them. 


It happened very oddly that I was standing at the inn-gate, and a woman 
that stood there before, and which was the porter’s wife belonging to the 
Bamet stage-coach, having observed me, asked if I waited for any of the 
coaches. I told her yes, I waited for my mistress, that was coming to go to 
Barnet. She asked me who was my mistress, and I told her any madam’s 


name that came next meld but it seemed I happened upon a name a family 
of which name lived at Hadley, near Barnet. 


I said no more to her, or she to me, a good while; but by-and-by, 
somebody calling her at a door a little way off, she desired me that if 
anybody called for the Barnet coach, I would step and call her at the house, 
which it seems was an alehouse. I said “Yes,” very readily, and away she 
went. 


She was no sooner gone but comes a wench and a child, puffing and 
sweating, and asks for the Barnet coach. I answered presently, “Here.” “Do 
you belong to the Barnet coach?” says she. “Yes, sweetheart,” said I; “what 
do you want?” “I want room for two passengers,” says she. “Where are 
they, sweetheart?” said I. “Here’s this girl; pray let her go into the coach,” 


says she, “and I’ll go and fetch my mistress.” “Make haste, then, 
sweetheart,” says I, “for we may be full else.” The maid had a great bundle 
under her arm; so she put the child into the coach, and I said, “You had best 
put your bundle into the coach too.” “No,” said she; “I am afraid somebody 
should slip it away from the child.” “Give it me, then,” said I. “Take it, 
then,” says she, “and be sure you take care of it.” “I’ll answer for it,” said I, 
“if it were £20 value.” “There, take it, then,” says she, and away she goes. 


As soon as I got the bundle, and the maid was out of sight, I goes on 
towards the alehouse, where the porter’s wife was, so that if I had met her, I 
had then only been going to give her the bundle and to call her to her 
business, as if I was going away, and could stay no longer; but as I did not 
meet her, I walked away, and turning into Charterhouse Lane, made off 
through Charterhouse Yard, into Long Lane, then into Bartholomew Close, 


so into Little Britain, and through the Bluecoat Hospital33 to Newgate 
Street. 


To prevent being known, I pulled off my blue apron, and wrapt the bundle 
in it, which was made up in a piece of painted calico; I also wrapt up my 
straw hat in it, and so put the bundle upon my head; and it was very well 
that I did thus, for coming through the Bluecoat Hospital, who should I 
meet but the wench that had given me the bundle to hold. It seems she was 
going with her mistress, whom she had been to fetch, to the Barnet coaches. 


I saw she was in haste, and I had no business to stop her; so away she 
went, and I brought my bundle safe to my governess. There was no money, 
plate, or jewels in it, but a very good suit of Indian damask, a gown and 
petticoat, a laced head and ruffles of very good Flanders lace, and some 
other things, such as I knew very well the value of 


This was not indeed my own invention, but was given me by one that 
practised it with success, and my governess liked it extremely; and indeed I 
tried it again several times, though never twice near the same place; for the 
next time I tried in Whitechapel, just by the corner of Petticoat Lane, where 
the coaches stand that go out to Stratford and Bow, and that side of the 
country; and another time at the Flying Horse without Bishopsgate, where 


the Cheston coaches then lay;lé and I had always the good luck to come off 


with some booty. 


Another time I placed myself at a warehouse by the water-side, where the 


coasting vesselsif from the north come, such as Newcastle-upon-Tyne, 


Sunderland, and other places. Here, the warehouse being shut, comes a 
young fellow with a letter; and he wanted a box and a hamper! that was 


come from Newcastle-upon-Tyne. I asked him if he had the marks! of it; 
so he shows me the letter, by virtue of which he was to ask for it, and which 
gave an account of the contents, the box being full of linen and the hamper 
full of glassware. I read the letter, and took care to see the name, and the 
marks, the name of the person that sent the goods, and the name of the 
person they were sent to; then I bade the messenger come in the morning, 
for that the warehouse-keeper would not be there any more that night. 


Away went I, and wrote a letter from Mr. John Richardson of Newcastle 
to his dear cousin, Jemmy Cole, in London, with an account that he had sent 
by such a vessel (for I remembered all the particulars to a tittle) so many 


pieces of huckaback linen, and so many ells) of Dutch Holland, and the 


like, in a box, and a hamper of flint glasses/k from Mr. Henzill’s glass- 
house; and that the box was marked I. C. No. 1, and the hamper was 
directed by a label on the cording. 


About an hour after, I came to the warehouse, found the warehouse- 
keeper, and had the goods delivered me without any scruple; the value of 
the linen being about £22. 


I could fill up this whole discourse with the variety of such adventures, 
which daily invention directed to, and which I managed with the utmost 
dexterity, and always with success. 


At length—as when does the pitcher come safe home that goes so often to 


the well?—I fell into some broils,!! which though they could not affect me 


fatally, yet made me known, which was the worst thing next to being found 
guilty that could befall me. 


I had taken up the disguise of a widow’s dress; it was without any real 
design in view, but only waiting for anything that might offer, as I often did. 
It happened that while I was going along a street in Covent Garden, there 


was a great cry of “Stop thief, stop thief.” Some artists-2 had, it seems, put 


a trick!2 upon a shopkeeper, and being pursued, some of them fled one way 
and some another; and one of them was, they said, dressed up in widow’s 
weeds, upon which the mob gathered about me, and some said I was the 
person, others said no. Immediately came the mercer’s journeyman, and he 
swore aloud I was the person, and so seized on me. However, when I was 
brought back by the mob to the mercer’s shop, the master of the house said 
freely that I was not the woman, and would have let me go immediately, but 
another fellow said gravely, “Pray stay till Mr—,” meaning the 
journeyman, “comes back, for he knows her;” so they kept me near half-an- 
hour. 


They had called a constable, and he stood in the shop as my jailer. In 
talking with the constable I inquired where he lived, and what trade he was; 
the man not apprehending in the least what happened afterwards, readily 
told me his name, and where he lived; and told me, as a jest, that I might be 
sure to hear of his name when I came to the Old Bailey. The servants 
likewise used me saucily, and had much ado to keep their hands off me; the 
master indeed was civiller to me than they; but he would not let me go, 
though he owned I was not in his shop before. 


I began to be a little surly with him, and told him I hoped he would not 
take it ill if I made myself amends upon him another time; and desired I 
might send for friends to see me have right done. No, he said, he could give 
no such liberty; I might ask it when I came before the justice of peace; and 
seeing I threatened him, he would take care of me in the meantime, and 
would lodge me safe in Newgate. I told him it was his time now, but it 
would be mine by-and-by, and governed my passion as well as I was able. 
However, I spoke to the constable to call me a porter, which he did, and 
then I called for pen, ink, and paper, but they would let me have none. I 
asked the porter his name, and where he lived, and the poor man told it me 
very willingly. I bade him observe and remember how I was treated there; 
that he saw I was detained there by force. I told him I should want him in 
another place, and it should not be the worse for him to speak. The porter 
said he would serve me with all his heart. “But, madam,” says he, “let me 
hear them refuse to let you go, then I may be able to speak the plainer.” 


With that, I spoke aloud to the master of the shop, and said, “Sir, you 
know in your own conscience that I am not the person you look for, and that 
I was not in your shop before; therefore I demand that you detain me here 
no longer, or tell me the reason of your stopping me.” The fellow grew 
surlier upon this than before, and said he would do neither till he thought 
fit. “Very well,” said I to the constable and to the porter; “you will be 
pleased to remember this, gentlemen, another time.” The porter said, “Yes, 
madam;” and the constable began not to like it, and would have persuaded 
the mercer to dismiss him, and let me go, since, as he said, he owned I was 
not the person. “Good sir,” says the mercer to him tauntingly, “are you a 


justice of peace or a constable?24 | charged you with her; pray do your 
duty.” The constable told him, a little moved, but very handsomely, “I know 
my duty, and what I am, sir; I doubt you hardly know what you are doing.” 
They had some other hard words, and in the meantime the journeymen, 
impudent and unmanly to the last degree, used me barbarously, and one of 
them, the same that first seized upon me, pretended he would search me, 
and began to lay hands on me. I spit in his face, called out to the constable, 
and bade him take notice of my usage. “And pray, Mr. Constable,” said I, 
“ask that villain’s name,” pointing to the man. The constable reproved him 
decently, told him that he did not know what he did, for he knew that his 
master acknowledged I was not the person; “and,” says the constable, “I am 
afraid your master is bringing himself, and me too, into trouble, if this 
gentlewoman comes to prove who she is, and where she was, and it appears 
that she is not the woman you pretend to.” “D__n her,” says the fellow 
again, with an impudent, hardened face; “she is the lady, you may depend 
upon it; I’ll swear she is the same body that was in the shop, and that I gave 
the piece of satin that is lost into her own hand. You shall hear more of it 
when Mr. William and Mr. Anthony (those were other journeymen) come 
back; they will know her again as well as I.” 


Just as the insolent rogue was talking thus to the constable, comes back 
Mr. William and Mr. Anthony, as he called them, and a great rabble with 
them, bringing along with them the true widow that I was pretended to be; 
and they came sweating and blowing into the shop, and with a great deal of 
triumph, dragging the poor creature in a most butcherly manner up towards 
their master, who was in the back-shop; and they cried out aloud, “Here’s 


the widow, sir; we have catched her at last.” “What do you mean by that?” 
says the master. “Why, we have her already; there she sits, and Mr.—says 
he can swear this is she.” The other man, whom they called Mr. Anthony, 
replied, “Mr.—may say what he will and swear what he will, but this is the 
woman, and there’s the remnant of satin she stole; I took it out of her 
clothes with my own hand.” 


I now began to take a better heart, but smiled, and said nothing; the 
master looked pale; the constable turned about and looked at me. “Let ‘em 
alone, Mr. Constable,” said I; “let °em go on.” The case was plain and could 
not be denied, so the constable was charged with the right thief, and the 
mercer told me very civilly he was sorry for the mistake, and hoped I would 
not take it ill; that they had so many things of this nature put upon them 
every day that they could not be blamed for being very sharp in doing 
themselves justice. “Not take it ill, sir!” said I. “How can I take it well? If 
you had dismissed me when your insolent fellow seized on me in the street 
and brought me to you, and when you yourself acknowledged I was not the 
person, I would have put it by, and not have taken it ill, because of the many 
ill things I believe you have put upon you daily; but your treatment of me 
since has been insufferable, and especially that of your servant; I must and 
will have reparation for that.” 


Then he began to parley!2 with me, said he would make me any 


reasonable satisfaction, and would fain have had me told him what it was I 
expected. I told him I should not be my own judge; the law should decide it 
for me; and as I was to be carried before a magistrate, I should let him hear 
there what I had to say. He told me there was no occasion to go before the 
justice now; I was at liberty to go where I pleased; and calling to the 
constable, told him he might let me go, for I was discharged. The constable 
said calmly to him, “Sir, you asked me just now if I knew whether I was a 
constable or a justice, and bade me do my duty, and charged me with this 
gentlewoman as a prisoner. Now, sir, I find you do not understand what is 
my duty, for you would make me a justice indeed; but I must tell you it is 
not in my power; I may keep a prisoner when I am charged with him, but ’t 
is the law and the magistrate alone that can discharge that prisoner; 
therefore, ’t is a mistake, sir; I must carry her before a justice now, whether 
you think well of it or not.” The mercer was very high with the constable at 


first; but the constable happening to be not a hired officer, 2 but a good, 


substantial kind of man (I think he was a corn-chandler),/4 and a man of 
good sense, stood to his business, would not discharge me without going to 
a justice of the peace, and I insisted upon it too. When the mercer saw that, 
“Well,” says he to the constable, “you may carry her where you please; I 
have nothing to say to her.” “But, sir,” says the constable, “you will go with 
us, I hope, for ’t is you that charged me with her.” “No, not I,” says the 
mercer; “I tell you I have nothing to say to her.” “But pray, sir, do,” says the 
constable; “I desire it of you for your own sake, for the justice can do 
nothing without you.” “Prithee, fellow,” says the mercer, “go about your 
business; I tell you I have nothing to say to the gentlewoman. I charge you 


in the king’s namel£ to dismiss her.” “Sir,” says the constable, ”I find you 


don’t know what it is to be a constable; I beg of you, don’t oblige me to be 
rude to you.” “I think I need not; you are rude enough already,” says the 
mercer. “No, sir,” says the constable, ”I am not rude; you have broken the 
peace in bringing an honest woman out of the street, when she was about 
her lawful occasions, confining her in your shop, and ill-using her here by 
your servants; and now can you say I am rude to you? I think I am civil to 
you in not commanding you in the king’s name to go with me, and charging 
every man I see that passes your door to aid and assist me in carrying you 
by force; this you know I have power to do, and yet I forbear it, and once 
more entreat you to go with me.” Well, he would not for all this, and gave 
the constable ill language. However, the constable kept his temper, and 
would not be provoked; and then I put in and said, ”Come, Mr. Constable, 
let him alone; I shall find ways enough to fetch him before a magistrate, I 
don’t fear that; but there’s that fellow,” says I, “he was the man that seized 
on me as I was innocently going along the street, and you are a witness of 
his violence with me since; give me leave to charge you with him, and carry 
him before a justice.” “Yes, madam,” says the constable; and turning to the 
fellow, “Come, young gentleman,” says he to the journeyman; “you must 
go along with us; I hope you are not above the constable’s power, though 
your master is.” 


The fellow looked like a condemned thief, and hung back, then looked at 
his master, as if he could help him; and he, like a fool, encouraged the 


fellow to be rude, and he truly resisted the constable, and pushed him back 
with a good force when he went to lay hold on him, at which the constable 
knocked him down, and called out for help. Immediately the shop was filled 
with people, and the constable seized the master and man, and all his 
servants. 


The first ill consequence of this fray was, that the woman who was really 
the thief made off, and got clear away in the crowd, and two others that they 
had stopped also; whether they were really guilty or not, that I can say 
nothing to. 


By this time some of his neighbours having come in, and seeing how 
things went, had endeavoured to bring the mercer to his senses, and he 
began to be convinced that he was in the wrong; and so at length we went 
all very quietly before the justice, with a mob of about five hundred people 
at our heels; and all the way we went I could hear the people ask what was 
the matter, and others reply and say, a mercer had stopped a gentlewoman 
instead of a thief, and had afterwards taken the thief, and now the 
gentlewoman had taken the mercer, and was carrying him before the justice. 


This pleased the people strangely,/S and made the crowd increase, and they 
cried out as they went, “Which is the rogue? which is the mercer?” and 
especially the women. Then when they saw him they cried out, “That’s he, 
that’s he;” and every now and then came a good dab of dirt at him; and thus 
we marched a good while, till the mercer thought fit to desire the constable 
to call a coach to protect himself from the rabble; so we rode the rest of the 
way, the constable and I, and the mercer and his man. 


When we came to the justice, which was an ancient gentleman in 
Bloomsbury, the constable giving first a summary account of the matter, the 
justice bade me speak, and tell what I had to say. And first he asked my 
name, which I was very loth to give, but there was no remedy; so I told him 
my name was Mary Flanders, that I was a widow, my husband being a sea- 
captain, died on a voyage to Virginia; and some other circumstances I told 
which he could never contradict, and that I lodged at present in town, with 
such a person, naming my governess; but that I was preparing to go over to 
America, where my husband’s effects lay, and that I was going that day to 


buy some clothes to put myself into second mourning, but had not yet 


been in any shop, when that fellow, pointing to the mercer’s journeyman, 
came rushing upon me with such fury as very much frighted me, and 
carried me back to his master’s shop, where, though his master 
acknowledged I was not the person, yet he would not dismiss me, but 
charged a constable with me. 


Then I proceeded to tell how the journeymen treated me; how they would 
not suffer me to send for any of my friends; how afterwards they found the 
real thief, and took the goods they had lost upon her, and all the particulars 
as before. 


Then the constable related his case: his dialogue with the mercer about 
discharging me, and at last his servant’s refusing to go with him, when I had 
charged him with him, and his master encouraging him to do so, and at last 
his striking the constable, and the like, all as I have told it already. 


The justice then heard the mercer and his man. The mercer indeed made a 
long harangue of the great loss they have daily by the lifters and thieves; 
that it was easy for them to mistake, and that when he found it, he would 
have dismissed me, &c., as above. As to the journeyman, he had very little 
lu 


to say, but that he pretended= other of the servants told him that I was 


really the person. 


Upon the whole, the justice first of all told me very courteously I was 
discharged; that he was very sorry that the mercer’s man should, in his 
eager pursuit, have so little discretion as to take up an innocent person for a 
guilty; that if he had not been so unjust as to detain me afterwards, he 
believed I would have forgiven the first affront; that, however, it was not in 
his power to award me any reparation, other than by openly reproving them, 
which he should do; but he supposed I would apply to such methods as the 
law directed; in the meantime he would bind him over. 


But as to the breach of the peace committed by the journeyman, he told 
me he should give me some satisfaction for that, for he should commit him 
to Newgate for assaulting the constable, and for assaulting of me also. 


Accordingly he sent the fellow to Newgate for that assault, and his master 


gave bail,-Y and so we came away; but I had the satisfaction of seeing the 


mob wait upon them both, as they came out, hallooing and throwing stones 
and dirt at the coaches they rode in; and so I came home. 


After this hustle, coming home and telling my governess the story, she 
falls a-laughing at me. “Why are you so merry?” says I; “the story has not 
so much laughing-room in it as you imagine. I am sure I have had a great 
deal of hurry and fright too, with a pack of ugly rogues.” “Laugh!” says my 
governess; “I laugh, child, to see what a lucky creature you are; why, this 
job will be the best bargain to you that ever you made in your life, if you 
manage it well. I warrant you, you shall make the mercer pay £500 for 
damages, besides what you shall get of the journeyman.” 


I had other thoughts of the matter than she had; and especially, because I 
had given in my name to the justice of peace; and I knew that my name was 


so well known among the people at Hick’s Hall Ww the Old Bailey, and such 
places, that if this cause came to be tried openly, and my name came to be 
inquired into, no court would give much damages, for the reputation of a 
person of such a character. However, I was obliged to begin a prosecution in 
form, and accordingly my governess found me out a very creditable sort of 
man to manage it, being an attorney of very good business, and of good 
reputation, and she was certainly in the right of this; for had she employed a 


pettifogging hedge solicitor, X or a man not known, I should have brought it 


to but little. 


I met this attorney, and gave him all the particulars at large, as they are 
recited above; and he assured me it was a case, as he said, that he did not 
question but that a jury would give very considerable damages; so taking 
his full instructions, he began the prosecution, and the mercer being 
arrested, gave bail. A few days after his giving bail, he comes with his 
attorney to my attorney, to let him know that he desired to accommodate the 
matter; that it was all carried on in the heat of an unhappy passion; that his 
client, meaning me, had a sharp provoking tongue, and that I used them ill, 
gibing at them and jeering them, even while they believed me to be the very 
person, and that I had provoked them, and the like. 


My attorney managed as well on my side; made them believe I was a 
widow of fortune, that I was able to do myself justice and had great friends 
to stand by me too, who had all made me promise to sue to the utmost, if it 


cost me a thousand pounds, for that the affronts I had received were 
insufferable. 


However, they brought my attomey to this, that he promised he would not 


blow the coals:!¥. that if I inclined to an accommodation, he would not 
hinder me, and that he would rather persuade me to peace than to war; for 
which they told him he should be no loser; all which he told me very 
honestly, and told me that if they offered him any bribe, I should certainly 
know it; but, upon the whole, he told me very honestly that, if I would take 
his opinion, he would advise me to make it up with them, for that as they 
were in a great fright, and were desirous above all things to make it up, and 
knew that, let it be what it would, they must bear all the costs, he believed 
they would give me freely more than any jury would give upon a trial. I 
asked him what he thought they would be brought to; he told me he could 
not tell as to that, but he would tell me more when I saw him again. 


Some time after this they came again, to know if he had talked with me. 
He told them he had; that he found me not so averse to an accommodation 
as some of my friends were, who resented the disgrace offered me, and set 
me on; that they blowed the coals in secret, prompting me to revenge, or to 
do myself justice, as they called it; so that he could not tell what to say to it; 
he told them he would do his endeavour to persuade me, but he ought to be 
able to tell me what proposal they made. They pretended they could not 
make any proposal, because it might be made use of against them; and he 
told them, that by the same rule he could not make any offers, for that might 
be pleaded in abatement of what damages a jury might be inclined to give. 
However, after some discourse and mutual promises that no advantage 
should be taken on either side by what was transacted then, or at any other 
of those meetings, they came to a kind of a treaty; but so remote, and so 
wide from one another, that nothing could be expected from it; for my 
attorney demanded £500 and charges, and they offered £50 without charges; 
so they broke off, and the mercer proposed to have a meeting with me 
myself; and my attorney agreed to that very readily. 


My attorney gave me notice to come to this meeting in good clothes, and 
with some state, that the mercer might see I was something more than I 
seemed to be that time they had me. Accordingly I came in a new suit of 


second mourning, according to what I had said at the justice’s. I set myself 


out, dZ too, as well as a widow’s dress would admit; my governess also 
furnished me with a good pearl necklace, that shut in behind with a locket 
of diamonds, which she had in pawn; and I had a very good gold watch by 
my side; so that I made a very good figure; and as I stayed till I was sure 
they were come, I came in a coach to the door, with my maid with me. 


When I came into the room the mercer was surprised. He stood up and 
made his bow, which I took a little notice of, and but a little, and went and 
sat down where my own attorney had appointed me to sit, for it was his 
house. After a while the mercer said, he did not know me again, and began 
to make some compliments. I told him, I believed he did not know me, at 
first; and that if he had, he would not have treated me as he did. 


He told me he was very sorry for what had happened, and that it was to 
testify the willingness he had to make all possible reparation that he had 
appointed this meeting; that he hoped I would not carry things to extremity, 
which might be not only too great a loss to him, but might be the ruin of his 
business and shop, in which case I might have the satisfaction of repaying 
an injury with an injury ten times greater; but that I would then get nothing, 
whereas he was willing to do me any justice that was in his power, without 
putting himself or me to the trouble or charge of a suit at law. 


I told him I was glad to hear him talk so much more like a man of sense 
than he did before; that it was true, acknowledgment in most cases of 
affronts was counted reparation sufficient; but this had gone too far to be 
made up so; that I was not revengeful, nor did I seek his ruin, or any man’s 
else, but that all my friends were unanimous not to let me so far neglect my 
character as to adjust a thing of this kind without reparation; that to be taken 
up for a thief was such an indignity as could not be put up with; that my 
character was above being treated so by any that knew me, but because in 
my condition of a widow I had been careless of myself, I might be taken for 
such a creature ; but that for the particular usage I had from him afterward, 
—and then I repeated all as before; it was so provoking, I had scarce 
patience to repeat it. 


He acknowledged all, and was mighty humble indeed; he came up to 
£100 and to pay all the law charges, and added that he would make me a 


present of a very good suit of clothes. I came down to £300, and demanded 
that I should publish an advertisement of the particulars in the common 
newspapers. 


This was a clause he never could comply with. However, at last he came 
up, by good management of my attorney, to £150 and a suit of black silk 
clothes; and there, as it were, at my attorney’s request, I complied, he 
paying my attorney’s bill and charges, and gave us a good supper into the 
bargain. 


When I came to receive the money, I brought my governess with me, 
dressed like an old duchess, and a gentleman very well dressed, who we 
pretended courted me, but I called him cousin, and the lawyer was only to 
hint privately to them that this gentleman courted the widow. 


He treated us handsomely indeed, and paid the money cheerfully enough; 
so that it cost him £200 in all, or rather more. At our last meeting, when all 
was agreed, the case of the journeyman came up, and the mercer begged 
very hard for him; told me he was a man that had kept a shop of his own, 
and been in good business, had a wife and several children, and was very 
poor; that he had nothing to make satisfaction with, but should beg my 


pardon on his knees. I had no spleen@¢ at the saucy rogue, nor were his 
admissions anything to me, since there was nothing to be got by him, so I 
thought it was as good to throw that in generously as not; so I told him I did 
not desire the ruin of any man, and therefore at his request I would forgive 
the wretch, it was below me to seek any revenge. 


When we were at supper he brought the poor fellow in to make his 
acknowledgment, which he would have done with as much mean humility 
as his offence was with insulting pride; in which he was an instance of 
complete baseness of spirit, imperious, cruel, and relentless when 
uppermost, abject and low-spirited when down. However, I abated his 
cringes, told him I forgave him, and desired he might withdraw, as if I did 
not care for the sight of him, though I had forgiven him. 


I was now in good circumstances indeed, if I could have known my time 
for leaving off, and my governess often said I was the richest of the trade in 
England; and so I believe I was, for I had £700 by me in money, besides 
clothes, rings, some plate, and two gold watches, and all of them stolen; for 


I had innumerable jobs, besides these I have mentioned. Oh! had I even 
now had the grace of repentance, I had still leisure to have looked back 
upon my follies, and have made some reparation; but the satisfaction I was 
to make for the public mischiefs I had done was yet left behind; and I could 
not forbear going abroad again, as I called it now, any more than I could 
when my extremity really drove me out for bread. 


It was not long after the affair with the mercer was made up, that I went 
out in an equipage quite different from any I had ever appeared in before. I 
dressed myself like a beggar-woman, in the coarsest and most despicable 
rags I could get, and I walked about peering and peeping into every door 
and window I came near; and, indeed, I was in such a plight now that I 
knew as ill how to behave in as ever I did in any. I naturally abhorred dirt 


and rags; I had been bred up tight and cleanly, and could be no other, 
whatever condition I was in, so that this was the most uneasy disguise to me 
that ever I put on. I said presently to myself that this would not do, for this 
was a dress that everybody was shy and afraid of; and I thought everybody 
looked at me as if they were afraid I should come near them, lest I should 
take something from them, or afraid to come near me, lest they should get 
something from me. I wandered about all the evening the first time I went 
out, and made nothing of it, and came home again wet, draggled, and tired. 
However, I went out again the next night, and then I met with a little 
adventure, which had like to have cost me dear. As I was standing near a 
tavern door, there comes a gentleman on horseback, and lights at the door, 


and wanting to go into the tavern, he calls one of the drawers#£ to hold his 
horse. He stayed pretty long in the tavern, and the drawer heard his master 
call, and thought he would be angry with him. Seeing me stand by him, he 
called to me. “Here, woman,” says he, “hold this horse awhile, till I go in; if 
the gentleman comes, he’!l give you something.” “Yes,” says I, and takes 
the horse, and walks off with him soberly, and carried him to my governess. 


This had been a booty to those that had understood it; but never was poor 
thief more at a loss to know what to do with anything that was stolen; for 
when I came home, my governess was quite confounded, and what to do 
with the creature we neither of us knew. To send him to a stable was doing 


nothing, for it was certain that notice would be given in the Gazette, md and 


the horse described, so that we durst not go to fetch it again. 


All the remedy we had for this unlucky adventure was to go and set up the 
horse at an inn, and send a note by a porter to the tavern, that the 
gentleman’s horse that was lost at such a time, was left at such an inn, and 
that he might be had there; that the poor woman that held him, having led 
him about the street, not being able to lead him back again, had left him 
there. We might have waited till the owner had published, and offered a 
reward, but we did not care to venture the receiving the reward. 


So this was a robbery and no robbery, for little was lost by it, and nothing 
was got by it, and I was quite sick of going out in a beggar’s dress; it did 
not answer at all, and besides, I thought it ominous and threatening. 


While I was in this disguise, I fell in with a parcel of folks of a worse kind 


than any I ever sorted#£ with, and I saw a little into their ways too. These 
were coiners of money, and they made some very good offers to me, as to 
profit; but the part they would have had me embark in was the most 


dangerous. I mean that of the very working of the diem as they call it, 


which, had I been taken, had been certain death, and that at a stake; I say, to 
be burnt to death at a stake; so that though I was to appearance but a beggar, 
and they promised mountains of gold and silver to me to engage, yet it 
would not do. T is true, if I had been really a beggar, or had been desperate 
as when I began, I might, perhaps, have closed with it; for what care they to 
die, that cannot tell how to live? But at present that was not my condition, at 
least, I was for no such terrible risks as those; besides, the very thought of 
being burnt at a stake struck terror to my very soul, chilled my blood, and 
gave me the vapours to such a degree, as I could not think of it without 
trembling. 


This put an end to my disguise too, for though I did not like the proposal, 
yet I did not tell them so, but seemed to relish it, and promised to meet 
again. But I durst see them no more; for if I had seen them, and not 
complied, though I had declined it with the greatest assurances of secrecy in 
the world, they would have gone near to have murdered me, to make sure 
work, and make themselves easy, as they call it. What kind of easiness that 


is, they may best judge that understand how easy men are that can murder 
people to prevent danger. 


This and horse-stealing were things quite out of my way, and I might 
easily resolve I would have no more to say to them. My business seemed to 
lie another way, and though it had hazard enough in it too, yet it was more 
suitable to me, and what had more of art in it, and more chances for a 
coming off if a surprise should happen. 


I had several proposals made also to me about that time, to come into a 
gang of housebreakers; but that was a thing I had no mind to venture at 
neither, any more than I had at the coining trade. 


I offered to go along with two men and a woman, that made it their 
business to get into houses by stratagem. I was willing enough to venture, 


but there were three of them already, and they did not care to part,28 nor I 
to have too many in a gang; so I did not close with them, and they paid dear 
for their next attempt. 


But at length I met with a woman that had often told me what adventures 
she had made, and with success, at the waterside, and I closed with her, and 
we drove on our business pretty well. One day we came among some Dutch 


people at St. Catharine’s, 2h where we went on pretence to buy goods that 


were privately got on shore. I was two or three times in a house where we 
Saw a good quantity of prohibited goods, and my companion once brought 
away three pieces of Dutch black silk that turned to good account, and I had 
my share of it; but in all the journeys I made by myself, I could not get an 
opportunity to do anything, so I laid it aside, for I had been there so often 
that they began to suspect something. 


This baulked me a little, and I resolved to push at something or other, for I 
was not used to come back so often without purchase; so the next day I 
dressed myself up fine, and took a walk to the other end of the town. I 


passed through the Exchange##! in the Strand, but had no notion of finding 
anything to do there, when on a sudden I saw a great clutter in the place, 
and all the people, shopkeepers as well as others, standing up and staring; 
and what should it be but some great duchess coming into the Exchange, 
and they said the queen was coming. I set myself close up to a shop-side 


with my back to the counter, as if to let the crowd pass by, when keeping 
my eye on a parcel of lace which the shopkeeper was showing to some 
ladies that stood by me, the shopkeeper and her maid were so taken up with 
looking to see who was a-coming, and what shop they would go to, that I 


found means to slip a paper) of lace into my pocket, and come clear off 
with it; so the lady-milliner paid dear enough for her gaping after the queen. 


I went off from the shop, as if driven along by the throng, and mingling 
myself with the crowd, went out at the other door of the Exchange, and so 
got away before they missed their lace; and because I would not be 
followed, I called a coach, and shut myself up in it. I had scarce shut the 
coach doors, but I saw the milliner’s maid and five or six more come 
running out into the street, and crying out as if they were frighted. They did 
not cry “Stop, thief!” because nobody ran away, but I could hear the word 
“robbed” and “lace” two or three times, and saw the wench wringing her 
hands, and run staring to and again, like one scared. The coachman that had 
taken me up was getting up into the box, but was not quite up, and the 
horses had not begun to move, so that I was terrible uneasy, and I took the 
packet of lace and laid it ready to have dropped it out at the flap of the 
coach, which opens before, just behind the coachman; but to my great 
satisfaction, in less than a minute the coach began to move, that is to say, as 
soon as the coachman had got up and spoken to his horses; so he drove 
away, and I brought off my purchase, which was worth near £20. 


The next day I dressed me up again, but in quite different clothes, and 
walked the same way again, but nothing offered till I came into St. James’s 


Park 2 | saw abundance of fine ladies in the park, walking in the Mall, 
and among the rest, there was a little miss, a young lady of about twelve or 
thirteen years old, and she had a sister, as I supposed, with her, that might 
be about nine. I observed the biggest had a fine gold watch on, and a good 
necklace of pearl, and they had a footman in livery with them; but as it is 
not usual for the footmen to go behind the ladies in the Mall, so I observed 
the footman stopped at their going into the Mall, and the biggest of the 
sisters spoke to him, to bid him be just there when they came back. 


When I heard her dismiss the footman, I stepped up to him, and asked him 
what little lady that was? and held a little chat with him, about what a pretty 


child it was with her, and how genteel and well carriaged the eldest would 
be: how womanish, and how grave; and the fool of a fellow told me 
presently who she was; that she was Sir Thomas—’s eldest daughter, of 
Essex, and that she was a great fortune; that her mother was not come to 
town yet; but she was with Sir William—’s lady at her lodgings in Suffolk 
Street, and a great deal more; that they had a maid and a woman to wait on 
them, besides Sir Thomas’s coach, the coachman, and himself; and that 
young lady was governess to the whole family, as well here as at home; and 
told me abundance of things, enough for my business. 


I was well dressed, and had my gold watch as well as she; so I left the 


footman, and I puts myself in a rank! with this lady, having stayed till 
she had taken one turn in the Mall, and was going forward again; by and by 
I saluted her by her name, with the title of Lady Betty. I asked her when she 
heard from her father; when my lady her mother would be in town, and how 
she did. 


I talked so familiarly to her of her whole family that she could not suspect 
but that I knew them all intimately. I asked her why she would come abroad 
without Mrs. Chime with her (that was the name of her woman) to take care 
of Mrs. Judith, that was her sister. Then I entered into a long chat with her 
about her sister; what a fine little lady she was, and asked her if she had 
learned French; and a thousand such little things, when on a sudden the 
guards came, and the crowd ran to see the king go by to the Parliament 
House. 


The ladies ran all to the side of the Mall, and I helped my lady to stand 
upon the edge of the boards on the side of the Mall, that she might be high 
enough to see; and took the little one and lifted her quite up; during which, I 
took care to convey the gold watch so clean away from the Lady Betty, that 
she never missed it till the crowd was gone, and she was gotten into the 
middle of the Mall. 


I took my leave in the very crowd, and said, as if in haste, “Dear Lady 
Betty, take care of your little sister.” And so the crowd did as it were thrust 
me away, and that I was unwilling to take my leave. 


The hurry in such cases is immediately over, and the place clear as soon 
as the king is gone by; but as there is always a great running and clutter just 


as the king passes, so having dropped the two little ladies, and done my 
business with them, without any miscarriage, I kept hurrying on among the 
crowd, as if I ran to see the king, and so I kept before the crowd till I came 


to the end of the Mall, when the king going on toward the Horse Guards, 22 
I went forward to the passage, which went then through against the end of 
the Haymarket, and there I bestowed a coach upon myself, and made off; 
and I confess I have not yet been so good as my word, viz., to go and visit 
my Lady Betty. 


I was once in the mind to venture staying with Lady Betty till she missed 
the watch, and so have made a great outcry about it with her, and have got 
her into her coach, and put myself in the coach with her, and have gone 
home with her; for she appeared so fond of me, and so perfectly deceived 
by my so readily talking to her of all her relations and family, that I thought 
it was very easy to push the thing further, and to have got at least the 
necklace of pearl; but when I considered that though the child would not 
perhaps have suspected me, other people might, and that if I was searched I 
should be discovered, I thought it was best to go off with what I had got. 


I came accidentally afterwards to hear, that when the young lady missed 
her watch, she made a great outcry in the park, and sent her footman up and 
down to see if he could find me, she having described me so perfectly that 
he knew it was the same person that had stood and talked so long with him, 
and asked him so many questions about them; but I was gone far enough 
out of their reach before she could come at her footman to tell him the story. 


I made another adventure after this, of a nature different from all I had 
been concerned in yet, and this was at a gaming-house near Covent 


Garden. 22 


I saw several people go in and out; and I stood in the passage a good 
while with another woman with me, and seeing a gentleman go up that 
seemed to be of more than ordinary fashion, I said to him, “Sir, pray don’t 
they give women leave to go up?” “Yes, madam,” says he, “and to play too, 
if they please.” “I mean so, sir,” said I. And with that he said he would 
introduce me if I had a mind; so I followed him to the door, and he looking 
in, “There, madam,” says he, “are the gamesters, if you have a mind to 
venture.” I looked in, and said to my comrade aloud, “Here’s nothing but 


men; I won’t venture.” At which one of the gentlemen cried out, “You need 
not be afraid, madam, here’s none but fair gamesters; you are very welcome 


to come and setR what you please.” So I went a little nearer and looked 
on, and some of them brought me a chair, and I sat down and saw the box 


and dice™4 go round apace; then I said to my comrade, “The gentlemen 
play too high for us; come, let us go.” 


The people were all very civil, and one gentleman encouraged me, and 
said, “Come, madam, if you please to venture, if you dare trust me, I’ll 
answer for it you shall have nothing put upon you here.” “No, sir,” said I, 
smiling, “I hope the gentlemen would not cheat a woman.” But still I 
declined venturing, though I pulled out a purse with money in it, that they 
might see I did not want money. 


After I had sat awhile, one gentleman said to me, jeering, “Come, madam, 
I see you are afraid to venture for yourself; I always had good luck with the 
ladies, you shall set for me, if you won’t set for yourself.” I told him, “Sir, I 
should be very loth to lose your money,” though I added, “I am pretty lucky 
too; but the gentlemen play so high, that I dare not venture my own.” 


“Well, well,” says he, “there’s ten guineas, madam; set them for me;” so I 
took the money and set, himself looking on. I run out the guineas by one 
and two at a time, and then the box coming to the next man to me, my 
gentleman gave me ten guineas more, and made me set five of them at 
once, and the gentleman who had the box threw out, so there was five 
guineas of his money again. He was encouraged at this, and made me take 
the box, which was a bold venture: however, I held the box so long that I 
gained him his whole money, and had a handful of guineas in my lap; and 
which was the better luck, when I threw out, I threw but at one or two of 
those that had set me, and so went off easy. 


When I was come this length, I offered the gentleman all the gold, for it 
was his own; and so would have had him play for himself, pretending that I 
did not understand the game well enough. He laughed, and said if I had but 
good luck, it was no matter whether I understood the game or no; but I 
should not leave off. However, he took out the fifteen guineas that he had 
put in first, and bade me play with the rest. I would have him to have seen 


how much I had got, but he said, “No, no, don’t tell them, I believe you are 
very honest, and ’t is bad luck to tell them;” so I played on. 


I understood the game well enough, though I pretended I did not, and 
played cautiously, which was to keep a good stock in my lap, out of which I 
every now and then conveyed some into my pocket, but in such a manner as 
I was sure he could not see it. 


I played a great while, and had very good luck for him; but the last time I 
held the box they set me high, and I threw boldly at all, and held the box till 
I had gained near fourscore guineas, but lost above half of it back at the last 
throw; so I got up, for I was afraid I should lose it all back again, and said 
to him, “Pray come, sir, now, and take it and play for yourself; I think I 
have done pretty well for you.” He would have had me play on, but it grew 
late, and I desired to be excused. When I gave it up to him, I told him I 
hoped he would give me leave to tell it now, that I might see what he had 
gained, and how lucky I had been for him; when I told them, there were 
threescore and three guineas. “Ay,” says I, “if it had not been for that 
unlucky throw, I had got you a hundred guineas.” So I gave him all the 
money, but he would not take it till I had put my hand into it, and taken 
some for myself, and bid me please myself. I refused it, and was positive I 
would not take it myself; if he had a mind to do anything of that kind, it 
should be all his own doings. 


The rest of the gentlemen seeing us striving, cried, “Give it her all;” but I 
absolutely refused that. Then one of them said, “D—n ye, Jack, halve it 
with her; don’t you know you should be always on even terms with the 
ladies.” So, in short, he divided it with me, and I brought away thirty 
guineas, besides about forty-three which I had stole privately, which I was 
sorry for, because he was so generous. 


Thus I brought home seventy-three guineas, and let my old governess see 
what good luck I had at play. However, it was her advice that I should not 
venture again, and I took her counsel, for I never went there any more; for I 
knew as well as she, if the itch of play came in, I might soon lose that, and 
all the rest of what I had got. 


Fortune had smiled upon me to that degree, and I had thriven so much, 
and my governess too, for she always had a share with me, that really the 


old gentlewoman began to talk of leaving off while we were well, and being 
satisfied with what we had got; but I know not what fate guided me, I was 
as backward to it now, as she was when I proposed it to her before, and so 
in an ill hour we gave over the thoughts of it for the present, and, in a word, 
I grew more hardened and audacious than ever, and the success I had made 
my name as famous as any thief of my sort ever had been. 


I had sometimes taken the liberty to play the same game over again, 
which is not according to practice, which however succeeded not amiss; but 
generally I took up new figures, and contrived to appear in new shapes 
every time I went abroad. 


It was now a rumbling#= time of the year, and the gentlemen being most 


of them gone out of town, Tunbridge, and Epsom, and such places, were 
full of people. But the city was thin, and I thought our trade felt it a little, as 
well as others; so that at the latter end of the year I joined myself with a 
gang, who usually go every year to Stourbridge Fair, and from thence to 


Bury Fair, in Suffolk. We promised ourselves great things here, but when 
I came to see how things were, I was weary of it presently; for except mere 
picking of pockets, there was little worth meddling with; neither if a booty 
had been made, was it so easy carrying it off, nor was there such a variety 
of occasion for business in our way, as in London; all that I made of the 
whole journey was a gold watch at Bury Fair, and a small parcel of linen at 
Cambridge, which gave me occasion to take leave of the place. It was an 


old bite 2" and I thought might do with a country shopkeeper, though in 
London it would not. 


I bought at a linen-draper’s shop, not in the fair, but in the town of 
Cambridge, as much fine Holland, and other things, as came to about £7; 
when I had done I bade them be sent to such an inn, where I had taken up 
my being the same morning, as if I was to lodge there that night. 


I ordered the draper to send them home to me, about such an hour, to the 
inn where I lay, and I would pay him his money. At the time appointed the 
draper sends the goods, and I placed one of our gang at the chamber door, 
and when the innkeeper’s maid brought the messenger to the door, who was 
a young fellow, an apprentice, almost a man, she tells him her mistress was 


asleep, but if he would leave the things and call in about an hour, I should 
be awake, and he might have the money. He left the parcel very readily, and 
goes his way, and in about half-an-hour my maid and I walked off, and that 
very evening I hired a horse, and a man to ride before me, and went to 


Newmarket,2Y and from thence got my passage in a coach that was not 


quite full to Bury St. Edmunds,2{™ where, as I told you, I could make but 
little of my trade, only at a little country opera-house I got a gold watch 
from a lady’s side, who was not only intolerably merry, but a little 


fuddled,2 which made my work much easier. 


I made off with this little booty to Ipswich, and from thence to Harwich, 
where I went into an inn, as if I had newly arrived from Holland, not 
doubting but I should make some purchase among the foreigners that came 
on shore there; but I found them generally empty of things of value, except 
what was in their portmanteaus and Dutch hampers, which were always 


guarded by footmen; however, I fairly: got one of their portmanteaus one 
evening out of the chamber where the gentleman lay, the footman being fast 
asleep on the bed, and I suppose very drunk. 


The room in which I lodged lay next to the Dutchman’s, and having 
dragged the heavy thing with much ado out of the chamber into mine, I 
went out into the street to see if I could find any possibility of carrying it 
off. I walked about a great while, but could see no probability either of 
getting out the thing, or of conveying away the goods that were in it, the 
town being so small, and I a perfect stranger in it; so I was returning with a 
resolution to carry it back again, and leave it where I found it. Just at that 
very moment I heard a man make a noise to some people to make haste, for 
the boat was going to put off and the tide would be spent. I called the 
fellow: “What boat is it, friend,” said I, “that you belong to?” “The Ipswich 


wherry,/24 madam,” says he. “When do you go off?” says I. “This moment, 
madam,” says he; “do you want to go thither?” “Yes,” said I, “if you can 
stay till I fetch my things.” “Where are your things, madam?” says he. “At 
such an inn,” said I. “Well, I’ll go with you, madam,” says he, very civilly, 
“and bring them for you.” “Come away then,” says I, and takes him with 
me. 


The people of the inn were in a great hurry, the packet-boat2¢ from 
Holland being just come in, and two coaches just come also with passengers 
from London for another packet-boat that was going off for Holland, which 
coaches were to go back next day with the passengers that were just landed. 
In this hurry it was that I came to the bar, and paid my reckoning, telling my 
landlady I had gotten my passage by sea in a wherry. 


These wherries are large vessels, with good accommodation for carrying 
passengers from Harwich to London; and though they are called wherries, 
which is a word used in the Thames for a small boat, rowed with one or two 
men, yet these are vessels able to carry twenty passengers, and ten or fifteen 
tons of goods, and fitted to bear the sea. All this I had found out by 
inquiring the night before into the several ways of going to London. 


My landlady was very courteous, took my money for the reckoning, but 
was Called away, all the house being in a hurry. So I left her, took the fellow 
up into my chamber, gave him the trunk, or portmanteau, for it was like a 
trunk, and wrapped it about with an old apron, and he went directly to his 
boat with it, and I after him, nobody asking us the least question about it. 
As for the drunken Dutch footman, he was still asleep, and his master with 
other foreign gentlemen at supper, and very merry below; so I went clean 
off with it to Ipswich, and going in the night, the people of the house knew 
nothing but that I was gone to London by the Harwich wherry, as I had told 
my landlady 


I was plagued at Ipswich with the custom-house officers, who stopped my 
trunk, as I called it, and would open and search it. I was willing, I told them, 
that they should search it, but my husband had the key, and that he was not 
yet come from Harwich; this I said, that if upon searching it they should 
find all the things be such as properly belonged to a man rather than a 
woman, it should not seem strange to them. However, they being positive to 
open the trunk, I consented to have it broken open, that is to say, to have the 
lock taken off, which was not difficult. 


They found nothing for their turn, for the trunk had been searched before; 
but they discovered several things much to my satisfaction, as particularly a 
parcel of money in French pistoles, and some Dutch ducatoons, or rix- 


dollars,22 and the rest was chiefly two periwigs, wearing-linen, razors, 


washballs,22 perfumes, and other useful things necessary for a gentleman, 


which all passed for my husband’s, and so I was quit of them. 


It was now very early in the morning, and not light, and I knew not well 
what course to take; for I made no doubt but I should be pursued in the 
morning, and perhaps be taken with the things about me; so I resolved upon 
taking new measures. I went publicly to an inn in the town with my trunk, 
as I called it, and having taken the substance out, I did not think the lumber 
of it worth my concern; however, I gave it the landlady of the house with a 
charge to take care of it, and lay it up safe till I should come again, and 
away I walked into the street. 


When I was got into the town a great way from the inn, I met with an 
ancient woman who had just opened her door, and I fell into chat with her, 
and asked her a great many wild questions of things all remote to my 
purpose and design; but in my discourse I found by her how the town was 
situated, that I was in a street which went out towards Hadley, but that such 
a street went towards the water-side, such a street went into the heart of the 
town, and at last, such a street went towards Colchester, and so the London 
road lay there. 


I had soon my ends of this old woman, for I only wanted to know which 
was the London road, and away I walked as fast as I could; not that I 
intended to go on foot, either to London or to Colchester, but I wanted to 
get quietly away from Ipswich. 


I walked about two or three miles, and then I met a plain countryman, 
who was busy about some husbandry work, I did not know what, and I 
asked him a great many questions, first, not much to the purpose, but at last 
told him I was going for London, and the coach was full, and I could not get 
a passage, and asked him if he could not tell me where to hire a horse that 
would carry double, and an honest man to ride before me to Colchester, so 
that I might get a place there in the coaches. The honest clown looked 
earnestly at me, and said nothing for above half a minute, when, scratching 


his poll,Z2£ “A horse, say you, and to Colchester, to carry double? why yes, 
mistress, alacka-day, you may have horses enough for money.” “Well, 
friend,” says I, “that I take for granted; I don’t expect it without money.” 
“Why, but mistress,” says he, “how much are you willing to give?” “Nay,” 


says I again, “friend, I don’t know what your rates are in the country here, 
for I am a stranger; but if you can get one for me, get it as cheap as you can, 
and Ill give you somewhat for your pains.” 


“Why, that’s honestly said, too,” says the countryman. “Not so honest, 
neither,” said I to myself, “if thou knewest all.” “Why, mistress,” says he, “I 
have a horse that will carry double, and I don’t much care if I go myself 
with you, an’ you like.” “Will you?” says I; “well, I believe you are an 


honest man; if you will, I shall be glad of it; ll pay you in2¢ reason.” 
“Why, look ye, mistress,” says he, “I won’t be out of reason with you; then 
if I carry you to Colchester, it will be worth five shillings for myself and my 
horse, for I shall hardly come back to-night.” 


In short, I hired the honest man and his horse; but when we came to a 
town upon the road (I do not remember the name of it, but it stands upon a 
river), I pretended myself very ill, and I could go no farther that night, but if 
he would stay there with me, because I was a stranger, I would pay him for 
himself and his horse with all my heart. 


This I did because I knew the Dutch gentlemen and their servants would 


be upon the road that day, either in the stage-coaches or riding post,2€ and I 
did not know but the drunken fellow, or somebody else that might have 
seen me at Harwich, might see me again, and I thought that in one day’s 
stop they would be all gone by. 


We lay all that night there, and the next morning it was not very early 
when I set out, so that it was near ten o’clock by the time I got to 
Colchester. It was no little pleasure that I saw the town where I had so many 
pleasant days, and I made many inquiries after the good old friends I had 
once had there, but could make little out; they were all dead or removed. 
The young ladies had been all married or gone to London; the old 
gentleman, and the old lady that had been my early benefactress, all dead; 
and which troubled me most, the young gentleman my first lover, and 
afterwards my brother-in-law, was dead; but two sons, men grown, were left 
of him, but they too were transplanted to London. 


I dismissed my old man here, and stayed incognito for three or four days 
in Colchester, and then took a passage in a waggon, because I would not 


venture being seen in the Harwich coaches. But I needed not have used so 
much caution, for there was nobody in Harwich but the woman of the house 
could have known me; nor was it rational to think that she, considering the 
hurry she was in, and that she never saw me but once, and that by candle- 
light, should have ever discovered me. 


I was now returned to London, and though by the accident of the last 
adventure, I got something considerable, yet I was not fond of any more 
country rambles; nor should I have ventured abroad again if I had carried 
the trade on to the end of my days. I gave my governess a history of my 
travels; she liked the Harwich journey well enough, and in discoursing of 
these things between ourselves she observed that a thief being a creature 
that watches the advantages of other people’s mistakes, ’t is impossible but 
that to one that is vigilant and industrious many opportunities must happen, 
and therefore she thought that one so exquisitely keen in the trade as I was, 
would scarce fail of something wherever I went. 


On the other hand, every branch of my story, if duly considered, may be 
useful to honest people, and afford a due caution to people of some sort or 
other to guard against the like surprises, and to have their eyes about them 
when they have to do with strangers of any kind, for ’t is very seldom that 
some snare or other is not in their way. The moral, indeed, of all my history 
is left to be gathered by the senses and judgment of the reader; I am not 
qualified to preach to them. Let the experience of one creature completely 
wicked, and completely miserable, be a storehouse of useful warning to 
those that read. 


I am drawing now towards a new variety of life. Upon my return, being 
hardened by a long race of crime, and success unparalleled, I had, as I have 
said, no thought of laying down a trade, which, if I was to judge by the 
example of others, must, however, end at last in misery and sorrow. 


It was on the Christmas Day following, in the evening, that, to finish a 
long train of wickedness, I went abroad to see what might offer in my way; 
when going by a working silversmith’s in Forster Lane, I saw a tempting 
bait indeed, and not to be resisted by one of my occupation, for the shop 
had nobody in it, and a great deal of loose plate lay in the window, and at 
the seat of the man, who, I suppose, worked at one side of the shop. 


I went boldly in, and was just going to lay my hand upon a piece of plate, 
and might have done it, and carried it clear off, for any care that the men 
who belonged to the shop had taken of it; but an officious fellow in a house 
on the other side of the way, seeing me go in, and that there was nobody in 
the shop, comes running over the street, and without asking me what I was, 
or who, seizes upon me, and cries out for the people of the house. 


I had not touched anything in the shop, and seeing a glimpse of somebody 
running over, I had so much presence of mind as to knock very hard with 
my foot on the floor of the house, and was just calling out too, when the 
fellow laid hands on me. 


However, as I had always most courage when I was in most danger, so 
when he laid hands on me, I stood very high upon it, that I came in to buy 
half-a-dozen of silver spoons; and to my good fortune, it was a silversmith’s 
that sold plate, as well as worked plate for other shops. The fellow laughed 
at that part, and put such a value upon the service that he had done his 
neighbour, that he would have it be, that I came not to buy, but to steal; and 
raising a great crowd, I said to the master of the shop, who by this time was 
fetched home from some neighbouring place, that it was in vain to make a 
noise, and enter into talk there of the case; the fellow had insisted that I 
came to steal, and he must prove it, and I desired we might go before a 
magistrate without any more words; for I began to see I should be too hard 
for the man that had seized me. 


The master and mistress of the shop were really not so violent as the man 
from t’other side of the way; and the man said, “Mistress, you might come 
into the shop with a good design for aught I know, but it seemed a 
dangerous thing for you to come into such a shop as mine is, when you see 
nobody there; and I cannot do so little justice to my neighbour, who was so 
kind, as not to acknowledge he had reason on his side; though, upon the 
whole, I do not find you attempted to take anything, and I really know not 
what to do in it.” I pressed him to go before a magistrate with me, and if 
anything could be proved on me, that was like a design, I should willingly 
submit, but if not, I expected reparation. 


Just while we were in this debate, and a crowd of people gathered about 


the door, came by Sir T. B., an alderman of the city, 38 and justice of the 


peace, and the goldsmith hearing of it, entreated his worship to come in and 
decide the case. 


Give the goldsmith his due, he told his story with a great deal of justice 
and moderation, and the fellow that had come over, and seized upon me, 
told his with as much heat and foolish passion, which did me good still. It 
came then to my turn to speak, and I told his worship that I was a stranger 
in London, being newly come out of the north; that I lodged in such a place, 
that I was passing this street, and went into a goldsmith’s shop to buy half- 
a-dozen of spoons. By great good luck I had an old silver spoon in my 
pocket, which I pulled out, and told him I had carried that spoon to match it 
with half-a-dozen of new ones, that it might match some I had in the 
country; that seeing nobody in the shop, I knocked with my foot very hard 
to make the people hear, and had also called aloud with my voice; ’t is true, 
there was loose plate in the shop, but that nobody could say I had touched 
any of it; that a fellow came running into the shop out of the street, and laid 
hands on me in a furious manner, in the very moment while I was calling 
for the people of the house; that if he had really had a mind to have done his 
neighbour any service, he should have stood at a distance, and silently 
watched to see whether I had touched anything or no, and then have taken 
me in the fact. “That is very true,” says Mr. Alderman, and turning to the 
fellow that stopped me, he asked him if it was true that I knocked with my 
foot? He said yes, I had knocked, but that might be because of his coming. 
“Nay,” says the alderman, taking him short, “now you contradict yourself, 
for just now you said she was in the shop with her back to you, and did not 
see you till you came upon her.” Now it was true that my back was partly to 
the street, but yet as my business was of a kind that required me to have 
eyes every way, so I really had a glance of him running over, as I said 
before, though he did not perceive it. 


After a full hearing, the alderman gave it as his opinion, that his 
neighbour was under a mistake, and that I was innocent, and the goldsmith 
acquiesced in it too, and his wife, and so I was dismissed; but as I was 
going to depart, Mr. Alderman said, “But hold, madam, if you were 
designing to buy spoons, I hope you will not let my friend here lose his 
customer by the mistake.” I readily answered, “No, sir, I’ll buy the spoons 
still, if he can match my odd spoon, which I brought for a pattern,” and the 


goldsmith showed me some of the very same fashion. So he weighed the 
spoons, and they came to 35s., so I pulls out my purse to pay him, in which 
I had near twenty guineas, for I never went without such a sum about me, 
whatever might happen, and I found it of use at other times as well as now. 


When Mr. Alderman saw my money, he said, “Well, madam, now I am 
satisfied you were wronged, and it was for this reason that I moved you 
should buy the spoons, and stayed till you had bought them, for if you had 
not had money to pay for them, I should have suspected that you did not 
come into the shop to buy, for the sort of people who come upon those 
designs that you have been charged with, are seldom troubled with much 
gold in their pockets, as I see you are.” 


I smiled, and told his worship, that then I owed something of his favour to 
my money, but I hoped he saw reason also in the justice he had done me 
before. He said, yes, he had, but this had confirmed his opinion, and he was 
fully satisfied now of my having been injured. So I came well off from an 
affair in which I was at the very brink of destruction. 


It was but three days after this, that not at all made cautious by my former 
danger, as I used to be, and still pursuing the art which I had so long been 
employed in, I ventured into a house where I saw the doors open, and 
furnished myself, as I thought verily without being perceived, with two 
pieces of flowered silks, such as they call brocaded silk, very rich. It was 
not a mercer’s shop, nor a warehouse of a mercer, but looked like a private 
dwelling-house, and was, it seems, inhabited by a man that sold goods for a 
weaver to the mercers, like a broker or factor. 


That I may make short of the black part of this story, I was attacked by 
two wenches that came open-mouthed at me just as I was going out at the 
door, and one of them pulled me back into the room, while the other shut 


the door upon me. I would have given them good words, BE but there was no 


room for it, two fiery dragons could not have been more furious; they tore 
my clothes, bullied and roared, as if they would have murdered me; the 
mistress of the house came next, and then the master, and all outrageous. 


I gave the master very good words, told him the door was open, and 
things were a temptation to me, that I was poor and distressed, and poverty 
was what many could not resist, and begged him, with tears, to have pity on 


me. The mistress of the house was moved with compassion, and inclined to 
have let me go, and had almost persuaded her husband to it also, but the 
saucy wenches were run even before they were sent, and had fetched a 
constable, and then the master said he could not go back, I must go before a 
justice, and answered his wife, that he might come into trouble himself if he 
should let me go. 


The sight of a constable, indeed, struck me, and I thought I should have 
sunk into the ground. I fell into faintings, and indeed the people themselves 
thought I would have died, when the woman argued again for me, and 
entreated her husband, seeing they had lost nothing, to let me go. I offered 
him to pay for the two pieces, whatever the value was, though I had not got 
them, and argued that as he had his goods, and had really lost nothing, it 
would be cruel to pursue me to death, and have my blood for the bare 
attempt of taking them. I put the constable in mind, too, that I had broke no 
doors, nor carried anything away; and when I came to the justice, and 
pleaded there that I had neither broken anything to get in, nor carried 
anything out, the justice was inclined to have released me; but the first 
saucy jade that stopped me, affirming that I was going out with the goods, 
but that she stopped me and pulled me back, the justice upon that point 
committed me, and I was carried to Newgate, that horrid place! My very 
blood chills at the mention of its name; the place where so many of my 
comrades had been locked up, and from whence they went to the fatal 


tree;28 the place where my mother suffered so deeply, where I was brought 
into the world, and from whence I expected no redemption, but by an 
infamous death: to conclude, the place that had so long expected me, and 
which with so much art and success I had so long avoided. 


I was now fixed indeed; ’t is impossible to describe the terror of my mind, 
when I was first brought in, and when I looked round upon all the horrors of 
that dismal place. I looked on myself as lost, and that I had nothing to think 
of but of going out of the world, and that with the utmost infamy: the 
hellish noise, the roaring, swearing and clamour, the stench and nastiness, 
and all the dreadful afflicting things that I saw there, joined to make the 
place seem an emblem of hell itself, and a kind of an entrance into it. 


Now I reproached myself with the many hints I had had, as I have 
mentioned above, from my own reason, from the sense of my good 
circumstances, and of the many dangers I had escaped, to leave off while I 
was well, and how I had withstood them all, and hardened my thoughts 
against all fear. It seemed to me that I was hurried on by an inevitable fate 
to this day of misery, and that now I was to expiate all my offences at the 
gallows; that I was now to give satisfaction to justice with my blood, and 
that I was to come to the last hour of my life and of my wickedness 
together. These things poured themselves in upon my thoughts in a 
confused manner, and left me overwhelmed with melancholy and despair. 


Then I repented heartily of all my life past, but that repentance yielded me 
no satisfaction, no peace, no, not in the least, because, as I said to myself, it 
was repenting after the power of further sinning was taken away. I seemed 
not to mourn that I had committed such crimes, and for the fact, as it was an 
offence against God and my neighbour, but that I was to be punished for it. 
I was a penitent, as I thought, not that I had sinned, but that I was to suffer, 
and this took away all the comfort of my repentance in my own thoughts. 


I got no sleep for several nights or days after I came into that wretched 
place, and glad I would have been for some time to have died there, though 
I did not consider dying as it ought to be considered neither; indeed, 
nothing could be filled with more horror to my imagination than the very 
place, nothing was more odious to me than the company that was there. Oh! 
if I had but been sent to any place in the world, and not to Newgate, I 
should have thought myself happy. 


In the next place, how did the hardened wretches that were there before 
me triumph over me! What! Mrs. Flanders come to Newgate at last? What! 
Mrs. Mary, Mrs. Molly, and after that plain Moll Flanders! They thought the 
devil had helped me, they said, that I had reigned so long; they expected me 
there many years ago, they said, and was I come at last? Then they flouted 
me with dejections, welcomed me to the place, wished me joy, bid me have 
a good heart, not be cast down, things might not be so bad as I feared, and 
the like; then called for brandy, and drank to me, but put it all up to my 


score, 24 for they told me I was but just come to the college,22 as they 


called it, and sure I had money in my pocket, though they had none. 


I asked one of this crew how long she had been there. She said four 
months. I asked her how the place looked to her when she first came into it. 
“Just as it did now to me,” says she, “dreadful and frightful;” that she 
thought she was in hell; “and I believe so still,” adds she, “but it is natural 
to me now, I don’t disturb myself about it.” “I suppose,” says I, “you are in 
no danger of what is to follow?” “Nay,” says she, “you are mistaken there, I 


am sure, for I am under sentence, only I pleaded my belly, but am no 
more with child than the judge that tried me, and I expect to be called down 
next session.” This “calling down” is calling down to their former 
judgment, when a woman has been respited for her belly, but proves not to 
be with child, or if she has been with child, and has been brought to bed. 
“Well,” says I, “and are you thus easy?” “Ay,” says she, “I can’t help 
myself; what signifies being sad? if I am hanged, there’s an end of me.” 
And away she turned dancing, and sings as she goes, the following piece of 
Newgate wit:— 


“Tf I swing by the string, 


I shall hear the bell ring, 
And then there’s an end of poor Jenny.” 


I mention this because it would be worth the observation of any prisoner, 
who shall hereafter fall into the same misfortune, and come to that dreadful 
place of Newgate, how time, necessity, and conversing with the wretches 
that are there familiarises the place to them; how at last they become 
reconciled to that which at first was the greatest dread upon their spirits in 
the world, and are as impudently cheerful and merry in their misery as they 
were when out of it. 


I cannot say, as some do, this devil is not so black as he is painted; for 
indeed no colours can represent that place to the life, nor any soul conceive 
aright of it but those who have been sufferers there. But how hell should 
become by degrees so natural, and not only tolerable, but even agreeable, is 
a thing unintelligible but by those who have experienced it, as I have. 


The same night that I was sent to Newgate, I sent the news of it to my old 
governess, who was surprised at it, you may be sure, and spent the night 
almost as ill out of Newgate, as I did in it. 


The next morning she came to see me; she did what she could to comfort 
me, but she saw that was to no purpose; however, as she said, to sink under 
the weight was but to increase the weight; she immediately applied herself 
to all the proper methods to prevent the effects of it, which we feared, and 
first she found out the two fiery jades that had surprised me. She tampered 
with them, persuaded them, offered them money, and, in a word, tried all 
imaginable ways to prevent a prosecution; she offered one of the wenches 
£100 to go away from her mistress, and not to appear against me, but she 
was so resolute, that though she was but a servant-maid at £3 a year wages, 
or thereabouts, she refused it, and would have refused, as my governess said 
she believed, if she had offered her £500. Then she attacked the other maid; 
she was not so hard-hearted as the other, and sometimes seemed inclined to 
be merciful; but the first wench kept her up, and would not so much as let 
my governess talk with her, but threatened to have her up for tampering 
with the evidence. 


Then she applied to the master, that is to say, the man whose goods had 
been stolen, and particularly to his wife, who was inclined at first to have 
some compassion for me; she found the woman the same still, but the man 
alleged he was bound to prosecute, and that he should forfeit his 


recognizance.28 


My governess offered to find friends that should get his recognizance off 
the file, as they call it, and that he should not suffer; but it was not possible 
to convince him that he could be safe any way in the world but by 
appearing against me; so I was to have three witnesses of fact against me, 
the master and his two maids; that is to say, I was as certain to be cast for 
my life as I was that I was alive, and I had nothing to do but to think of 
dying. I had but a sad foundation to build upon for that, as I said before, for 
all my repentance appeared to me to be only the effect of my fear of death; 
not a sincere regret for the wicked life that I had lived, and which had 
brought this misery upon me, or for the offending my Creator, who was 
now suddenly to be my judge. 


I lived many days here under the utmost horror; I had death, as it were, in 
view, and thought of nothing night or day, but of gibbets and halters, evil 
spirits and devils; it is not to be expressed how I was harassed, between the 


dreadful apprehensions of death, and the terror of my _ conscience 
reproaching me with my past horrible life. 


The ordinaryDk of Newgate came to me, and talked a little in his way, but 


all his divinity ran upon confessing my crime, as he called it (though he 
knew not what I was in for), making a full discovery, and the like, without 
which he told me God would never forgive me; and he said so little to the 
purpose that I had no manner of consolation from him; and then to observe 
the poor creature preaching confession and repentance to me in the 
morning, and find him drunk with brandy by noon, this had something in it 
so shocking, that I began to nauseate the man, and his work too by degrees, 
for the sake of the man; so that I desired him to trouble me no more. 


I know not how it was, but by the indefatigable application of my diligent 
governess I had no bill preferred against me the first session, I mean to the 
grand jury, at Guildhall; so I had another month or five weeks before me, 
and without doubt this ought to have been accepted by me as so much time 
given me for reflection upon what was past, and preparation for what was to 
come. I ought to have esteemed it as a space given me for repentance, and 
have employed it as such, but it was not in me. I was sorry, as before, for 
being in Newgate, but had few signs of repentance about me. 


On the contrary, like the water in the hollows of mountains, which 
petrifies and turns into stone whatever they are suffered to drop upon; so the 
continual conversing with such a crew of hell-hounds had the same 
common operation upon me as upon other people. I degenerated into stone; 


I turned first stupid and senseless, and then brutish and thoughtless, and at 
last raving mad as any of them; in short, I became as naturally pleased and 


easy with the place as if indeed I had been born there. 2 


It is scarce possible to imagine that our natures should be capable of so 
much degeneracy as to make that pleasant and agreeable, that in itself is the 
most complete misery. Here was a circumstance that I think it is scarce 


possible to mention a worse: I was as exquisitely2# miserable as it was 
possible for any one to be that had life and health, and money to help them, 
as I had. 


I had a weight of guilt upon me, enough to sink any creature who had the 
least power of reflection left, and had any sense upon them of the happiness 
of this life, or the misery of another. I had at first some remorse indeed, but 
no repentance. I had now neither remorse or repentance. I had a crime 
charged on me, the punishment of which was death; the proof so evident, 
that there was no room for me so much as to plead not guilty. I had the 
name of an old offender, so that I had nothing to expect but death, neither 
had I myself any thoughts of escaping; and yet a certain strange lethargy of 
soul possessed me. I had no trouble, no apprehensions, no sorrow about me; 
the first surprise was gone; I was, I may well say, I know not how; my 
senses, My reason, Nay, my conscience, were all asleep; my course of life 
for forty years had been a horrid complication of wickedness, whoredom, 
adultery, incest, lying, theft; and, in a word, everything but murder and 
treason had been my practice, from the age of eighteen, or thereabouts, to 
threescore; and now I was engulfed in the misery of punishment, and had an 
infamous death at the door; and yet I had no sense of my condition, no 
thought of heaven or hell, at least that went any farther than a bare flying 
touch, like the stitch or pain that gives a hint and goes off. I neither had a 
heart to ask God’s mercy, or indeed to think of it. And in this, I think, I have 
given a brief description of the completest misery on earth. 


All my terrifying thoughts were past, the horrors of the place were 
become familiar, and I felt no more uneasiness at the noise and clamours of 
the prison, than they did who made that noise; in a word, I was become a 
mere Newgate-bird, as wicked and as outrageous as any of them; nay, I 
scarce retained the habit and custom of good breeding and manners, which 
all along till now ran through my conversation; so thorough a degeneracy 
had possessed me, that I was no more the something that I had been, than if 
I had never been otherwise than what I was now. 


In the middle of this hardened part of my life, I had another sudden 
surprise, which called me back a little to that thing called sorrow, which, 
indeed, I began to be past the sense of before. They told me one night that 
there was brought into the prison late the night before three highwaymen, 


who had committed a robbery somewhere on Hounslow Heath,22 I think it 


was, and were pursued to Uxbridge by the country,22 and there taken after a 


gallant resistance, in which many of the country people were wounded, and 
some killed. 


It is not to be wondered that we prisoners were all desirous enough to see 


these brave, topping#P gentlemen, that were talked up to be such as their 
fellows had not been known, and especially because it was said they would 


in the morming be removed into the press-yard,42 having given money to 
the head master of the prison, to be allowed the liberty of that better place. 
So we that were women placed ourselves in the way, that we would be sure 
to see them; but nothing could express the amazement and surprise I was in, 
when the first man that came out, I knew to be my Lancashire husband, the 
same with whom I lived so well at Dunstable, and the same who I 
afterwards saw at Brickhill, when I was married to my last husband, as has 
been related. 


I was struck dumb at the sight, and knew neither what to say, or what to 
do; he did not know me, and that was all the present relief I had: I quitted 
my company, and retired as much as that dreadful place suffers anybody to 
retire, and cried vehemently for a great while. “Dreadful creature that I am,” 
said I, “how many poor people have I made miserable! how many desperate 
wretches have I sent to the devil!” This gentleman’s misfortunes I placed all 
to my own account. He had told me at Chester he was ruined by that match, 
and that his fortunes were made desperate on my account; for that thinking I 
had been a fortune, he was run into debt more than he was able to pay; that 
he would go into the army, and carry a musket, or buy a horse and take a 


tour,24 as he called it; and though I never told him that I was a fortune, and 
so did not actually deceive him myself, yet I did encourage the having it 
thought so, and so I was the occasion originally of his mischief. 


The surprise of this thing only struck deeper in my thoughts, and gave me 
stronger reflections than all that had befallen me before. I grieved day and 
night, and the more for that they told me he was the captain of the gang, and 
that he had committed so many robberies; that Hind, or Whitney, or the 


Golden Farmer4+ were fools to him; that he would surely be hanged, if 


there were no more men left in the country; and that there would be 
abundance of people come in against him. 


I was overwhelmed with grief for him; my own case gave me no 
disturbance compared to this, and I loaded myself with reproaches on his 
account. I bewailed my misfortunes, and the ruin he was now come to, at 
such a rate that I relished nothing now as I did before, and the first 
reflections I made upon the horrid life I had lived began to return upon me; 
and as these things returned, my abhorrence of the place, and of the way of 
living in it, returned also; in a word, I was perfectly changed and become 
another body. 


While I was under these influences of sorrow for him, came notice to me 
that the next sessions there would be a bill preferred to the grand jury 
against me, and that I should be tried for my life. My temper was touched 
before, the wretched boldness of spirit which I had acquired abated, and 
conscious guilt began to flow in my mind. In short, I began to think, and to 
think indeed is one real advance from hell to heaven. All that hardened state 
and temper of soul, which I said so much of before, is but a deprivation of 
thought; he that is restored to his thinking, is restored to himself. 


As soon as I began, I say, to think, the first thing that occurred to me 


broke out thus: “Lord! what will become of me? I shall be cast,2# to be sure, 
and there is nothing beyond that but death! I have no friends; what shall I 
do? I shall be certainly cast! Lord, have mercy upon me! What will become 
of me?” This was a sad thought, you will say, to be the first, after so long 
time, that had started in my soul of that kind, and yet even this was nothing 
but fright at what was to come; there was not a word of sincere repentance 
in it all. However, I was dreadfully dejected, and disconsolate to the last 
degree; and as I had no friend to communicate my distressed thoughts to, it 
lay so heavy upon me that it threw me into fits and swoonings several times 
a day. I sent for my old governess, and she, give her her due, acted the part 
of a true friend. She left no stone unturned to prevent the grand jury finding 


the bill45 She went to several of the jurymen, talked with them, and 
endeavoured to possess them with favourable dispositions, on account that 
nothing was taken away, and no house broken, &c.; but all would not do; 
the two wenches swore home to the fact, and the jury found the bill for 
robbery and house-breaking, that is, for felony and burglary. 


I sank down when they brought the news of it, and after I came to myself 
I thought I should have died with the weight of it. My governess acted a 
true mother to me; she pitied me, she cried with me and for me, but she 
could not help me; and, to add to the terror of it, ’t was the discourse all 
over the house that I should die for it. I could hear them talk it among 
themselves very often, and see them shake their heads, and say they were 
sorry for it, and the like, as is usual in the place. But still nobody came to 
tell me their thoughts, till at last one of the keepers came to me privately, 
and said, with a sigh, “Well, Mrs. Flanders, you will be tried a Friday” (this 
was but a Wednesday); “what do you intend to do?” I turned as white as a 


clout,2t and said, “God knows what I shall do; for my part, I know not what 
to do.” “Why,” says he, “I won’t flatter you; I would have you prepare for 
death, for I doubt you will be cast; and as you are an old offender, I doubt 
you will find but little mercy. They say,” added he, “your case is very plain, 
and that the witnesses swear so home against you, there will be no standing 
it.” 

This was a stab into the very vitals of one under such a burthen, and I 
could not speak a word, good or bad, for a great while. At last I burst out 
into tears, and said to him, “Oh, sir, what must I do?” “Do!” says he; “send 
for a minister, and talk with him; for, indeed, Mrs. Flanders, unless you 
have very good friends, you are no woman for this world.” 


This was plain dealing indeed, but it was very harsh to me; at least I 
thought it so. He left me in the greatest confusion imaginable, and all that 
night I lay awake. And now I began to say my prayers, which I had scarce 
done before since my last husband’s death, or from a little while after. And 
truly I may well call it saying my prayers, for I was in such a confusion, and 
had such horror upon my mind, that though I cried, and repeated several 
times the ordinary expression of “Lord, have mercy upon me!” I never 
brought myself to any sense of being a miserable sinner, as indeed I was, 
and of confessing my sins to God, and begging pardon for the sake of Jesus 
Christ. I was overwhelmed with the sense of my condition, being tried for 
my life, and being sure to be executed, and on this account I cried out all 
night, “Lord! what will become of me? Lord! what shall I do? Lord, have 
mercy upon me!” and the like. 


My poor afflicted governess was now as much concerned as I, and a great 
deal more truly penitent, though she had no prospect of being brought to a 
sentence. Not but that she deserved it as much as I, and so she said herself; 
but she had not done anything for many years, other than receiving what I 
and others had stolen, and encouraging us to steal it. But she cried and took 
on, like a distracted body, wringing her hands, and crying out that she was 
undone, that she believed there was a curse from heaven upon her, that she 
should be damned, that she had been the destruction of all her friends, that 
she brought such a one, and such a one, and such a one to the gallows; and 
there she reckoned up ten or eleven people, some of which I have given an 
account of, that came to untimely ends; and that now she was the occasion 
of my ruin, for she had persuaded me to go on, when I would have left off. I 
interrupted her there. “No, mother, no,” said I, “don’t speak of that, for you 
would have had me left off when I got the mercer’s money again, and when 
I came home from Harwich, and I would not hearken to you; therefore you 
have not been to blame; it is I only have ruined myself, I have brought 
myself to this misery;” and thus we spent many hours together. 


Well, there was no remedy; the prosecution went on, and on the Thursday 
I was carried down to the sessions-house, where I was arraigned, as they 
called it, and the next day I was appointed to be tried. At the arraignment I 
pleaded “Not guilty,’ and well I might, for I was indicted for felony and 
burglary; that is, for feloniously stealing two pieces of brocaded silk, value 
£46, the goods of Anthony Johnson, and for breaking open the doors; 
whereas I knew very well they could not pretend I had broken up the doors, 
or so much as lifted up a latch. 


On the Friday I was brought to my trial. I had exhausted my spirits with 
crying for two or three days before, [so] that I slept better the Thursday 
night than I expected, and had more courage for my trial than I thought 
possible for me to have. 


When the trial began, and the indictment was read, I would have spoke, 
but they told me the witnesses must be heard first, and then I should have 
time to be heard. The witnesses were the two wenches, a couple of hard- 
mouthed jades indeed, for though the thing was truth in the main, yet they 
aggravated it to the utmost extremity, and swore I had the goods wholly in 
my possession, that I hid them among my clothes, that I was going off with 


them, that I had one foot over the threshold when they discovered 


themselves,Z24 and then I put t’other over, so that I was quite out of the 
house in the street with the goods before they took me, and then they seized 
me, and took the goods upon me. The fact in general was true, but I insisted 
upon it, that they stopped me before I had set my foot clear of the threshold. 
But that did not argue much, for I had taken the goods, and was bringing 
them away, if I had not been taken. 


I pleaded that I had stole nothing, they had lost nothing, that the door was 
open, and I went in with design to buy. If, seeing nobody in the house, I had 
taken any of them up in my hand, it could not be concluded that I intended 
to steal them, for that I never carried them farther than the door, to look on 
them with the better light. 


The Court would not allow that by any means, and made a kind of a jest 
of my intending to buy the goods, that being no shop for the selling of 
anything; and as to carrying them to the door to look at them, the maids 
made their impudent mocks upon that, and spent their wit upon it very 
much; told the Court I had looked at them sufficiently, and approved them 
very well, for I had packed them up, and was a-going with them. 


In short, I was found guilty of felony, but acquitted of the burglary, which 
was but small comfort to me, the first bringing me to a sentence of death, 
and the last would have done no more. The next day I was carried down to 
receive the dreadful sentence, and when they came to ask me what I had to 
say why sentence should not pass, I stood mute a while, but somebody 
prompted me aloud to speak to the judges, for that they could represent 
things favourably for me. This encouraged me, and I told them I had 
nothing to say to stop the sentence, but that I had much to say to bespeak 
the mercy of the Court; that I hoped they would allow something in such a 
case for the circumstances of it; that I had broken no doors, had carried 
nothing off; that nobody had lost anything; that the person whose goods 
they were was pleased to say he desired mercy might be shown (which 
indeed he very honestly did); that, at the worst, it was the first offence, and 
that I had never been before any court of justice before; and, in a word, I 
spoke with more courage than I thought I could have done, and in such a 


moving tone, and though with tears, yet not so many tears as to obstruct my 
speech, that I could see it moved others to tears that heard me. 


The judges sat grave and mute, gave me an easy hearing, and time to say 
all that I would, but, saying neither yes or no to it, pronounced the sentence 
of death upon me, a sentence to me like death itself, which confounded me. 
I had no more spirit left in me. I had no tongue to speak, or eyes to look up 
either to God or man. 


My poor govemess was utterly disconsolate, and she that was my 
comforter before, wanted comfort now herself; and sometimes mourning, 
sometimes raging, was as much out of herself as any mad woman in 


Bedlam.2¥ Nor was she only disconsolate as to me, but she was struck with 
horror at the sense of her own wicked life, and began to look back upon it 
with a taste quite different from mine, for she was penitent to the highest 
degree for her sins, as well as sorrowful for the misfortune. She sent for a 
minister, too, a serious, pious, good man, and applied herself with such 
earnestness, by his assistance, to the work of sincere repentance, that I 
believe, and so did the minister too, that she was a true penitent; and, which 
is still more, she was not only so for the occasion, and at that juncture, but 
she continued so, as I was informed, to the day of her death. 


It is rather to be thought of than expressed what was now my condition. I 
had nothing before me but death; and as I had no friends to assist me, I 


(= 


expected nothing but to find my name in the dead warran which was to 


come for the execution, next Friday, of five more and myself. 


In the meantime my poor distressed governess sent me a minister, who at 
her request came to visit me. He exhorted me seriously to repent of all my 
sins, and to dally no longer with my soul; not flattering myself with hopes 
of life, which, he said, he was informed there was no room to expect, but 
unfeignedly to look up to God with my whole soul, and to cry for pardon in 
the name of Jesus Christ. He backed his discourses with proper quotations 
of Scripture, encouraging the greatest sinner to repent, and turn from their 
evil way; and when he had done, he kneeled down and prayed with me. 


It was now that, for the first time, I felt any real signs of repentance. I 
now began to look back upon my past life with abhorrence, and having a 


kind of view into the other side of time, the things of life, as I believe they 
do with everybody at such a time, began to look with a different aspect, and 
quite another shape, than they did before. The views of felicity, the joy, the 
griefs of life, were quite other things; and I had nothing in my thoughts but 
what was so infinitely superior to what I had known in life, that it appeared 
to be the greatest stupidity to lay a weight upon anything, though the most 
valuable in this world. 


The word eternity represented itself with all its incomprehensible 
additions, and I had such extended notions of it that I know not how to 


express them.42 Among the rest, how absurd did every pleasant thing look! 
—TI mean, that we had counted pleasant before—when I reflected that these 
sordid trifles were the things for which we forfeited eternal felicity. 


With these reflections came in of mere course severe reproaches for my 
wretched behaviour in my past life; that I had forfeited all hope of 
happiness in the eternity that I was just going to enter into; and, on the 
contrary, was entitled to all that was miserable; and all this with the 
frightful addition of its being also eternal. 


I am not capable of reading lectures of instruction to anybody, but I relate 
this in the very manner in which things then appeared to me, as far as I am 
able, but infinitely short of the lively impressions which they made on my 
soul at that time; indeed, those impressions are not to be explained by 
words, or if they are, I am not mistress of words to express them. It must be 
the work of every sober reader to make just reflections, as their own 
circumstances may direct; and this is what every one at some time or other 
may feel something of; I mean, a clearer sight into things to come than they 
had here, and a dark view of their own concern in them. 


But I go back to my own case. The minister pressed me to tell him, as far 
as I thought convenient, in what state I found myself as to the sight I had of 
things beyond life. He told me he did not come as ordinary of the place, 


whose business it is to extort confessions from prisoners,43 for the further 
detecting of other offenders; that his business was to move me to such 
freedom of discourse as might serve to disburthen my own mind, and 
furnish him to administer comfort to me as far as was in his power; and 
assured me, that whatever I said to him should remain with him, and be as 


much a secret as if it was known only to God and myself; and that he 
desired to know nothing of me, but to qualify him to give proper advice to 
me, and to pray to God for me. 


This honest, friendly way of treating me unlocked all the sluices of my 
passions. He broke into my very soul by it; and I unravelled all the 
wickedness of my life to him. In a word, I gave him an abridgment of this 
whole history; I gave him the picture of my conduct for fifty years in 
miniature. 


I hid nothing from him, and he in return exhorted me to a sincere 
repentance, explained to me what he meant by repentance, and then drew 
out such a scheme of infinite mercy, proclaimed from heaven to sinners of 
the greatest magnitude, that he left me nothing to say, that looked like 
despair, or doubting of being accepted; and in this condition he left me the 
first night. 


He visited me again the next morming, and went on with his method of 
explaining the terms of divine mercy, which according to him consisted of 
nothing more difficult than that of being sincerely desirous of it, and willing 
to accept it; only a sincere regret for, and hatred of, those things which 
rendered me so just an object of divine vengeance. I am not able to repeat 
the excellent discourses of this extraordinary man; all that I am able to do, 
is to say that he revived my heart, and brought me into such a condition that 
I never knew anything of in my life before. I was covered with shame and 
tears for things past, and yet had at the same time a secret surprising joy at 
the prospect of being a true penitent, and obtaining the comfort of a penitent 
—TI mean the hope of being forgiven; and so swift did thoughts circulate, 
and so high did the impressions they had made upon me run, that I thought I 
could freely have gone out that minute to execution, without any uneasiness 
at all, casting my soul entirely into the arms of infinite mercy as a penitent. 


The good gentleman was so moved with a view of the influence which he 
saw these things had on me, that he blessed God he had come to visit me, 
and resolved not to leave me till the last moment. 


It was no less than twelve days after our receiving sentence before any 
were ordered for execution, and then the dead warrant, as they call it, came 
down, and I found my name was among them. A terrible blow this was to 


my new resolutions; indeed my heart sank within me, and I swooned away 
twice, one after another, but spoke not a word. The good minister was 
sorely afflicted for me, and did what he could to comfort me, with the same 
arguments and the same moving eloquence that he did before, and left me 
not that evening so long as the prison-keepers would suffer him to stay in 
the prison, unless he would be locked up with me all night, which he was 
not willing to be. 


I wondered much that I did not see him all the next day, it being but the 
day before the time appointed for execution; and I was greatly discouraged 
and dejected, and indeed almost sank for want of that comfort which he had 
so often, and with such success, yielded me in his former visits. I waited 
with great impatience, and under the greatest oppression of spirits 
imaginable, till about four o’clock, when he came to my apartment; for I 
had obtained the favour, by the help of money, nothing being to be done in 


that place without it, not to be kept in the condemned hole,2* among the 
rest of the prisoners who were to die, but to have a little dirty chamber to 
myself. 


My heart leaped within me for joy when I heard his voice at the door, 
even before I saw him; but let any one judge what kind of motion I found in 
my soul when, after having made a short excuse for his not coming, he 
showed me that his time had been employed on my account, that he had 


obtained a favourable report from the Recorder: in my case, and, in short, 
that he had brought me a reprieve.24 


He used all the caution that he was able in letting me know what it would 
have been double cruelty to have concealed; for as grief had overset me 
before, so did joy overset me now, and I fell into a more dangerous 
swooning than at first, and it was not without difficulty that I was recovered 
at all. 


The good man having made a very Christian exhortation to me, not to let 
the joy of my reprieve put the remembrance of my past sorrow out of my 
mind, and told me that he must leave me, to go and enter the reprieve in the 
books, and show it to the sheriffs, he stood up just before his going away, 
and in a very earnest manner prayed to God for me, that my repentance 


might be made unfeigned and sincere; and that my coming back, as it were, 
into life again might not be a returning to the follies of life, which I had 
made such solemn resolutions to forsake. I joined heartily in that petition, 
and must needs say I had deeper impressions upon my mind all that night, 
of the mercy of God in sparing my life, and a greater detestation of my sins, 
from a sense of that goodness, than I had in all my sorrow before. 


This may be thought inconsistent in itself, and wide from the business of 
this book; particularly, I reflect that many of those who may be pleased and 
diverted with the relation of the wicked part of my story may not relish this, 
which is really the best part of my life, the most advantageous to myself, 
and the most instructive to others. Such, however, will, I hope, allow me 


liberty to make my story complete. It would be a severe satire2@ on such to 
say they do not relish the repentance as much as they do the crime; and they 
had rather the history were a complete tragedy, as it was very likely to have 
been. 


But I go on with my relation. The next morning there was a sad scene 
indeed in the prison. The first thing I was saluted with in the morming was 
the tolling of the great bell at St. Sepulchre’s, which ushered in the day. As 
soon as it began to toll, a dismal groaning and crying was heard from the 
condemned hole, where there lay six poor souls, who were to be executed 
that day, some for one crime, some for another, and two for murder. 


This was followed by a confused clamour in the house, among the several 
prisoners, expressing their awkward sorrows for the poor creatures that 
were to die, but in a manner extremely differing one from another. Some 


cried for them; some brutishly huzzaed,22 and wished them a good journey; 
some damned and cursed those that had brought them to it, many pitying 
them, and some few, but very few, praying for them. 


There was hardly room for so much composure of mind as was required 
for me to bless the merciful Providence that had, as it were, snatched me 
out of the jaws of this destruction. I remained, as it were, dumb and silent, 
overcome with the sense of it, and not able to express what I had in my 
heart; for the passions on such occasions as these are certainly so agitated as 
not to be able presently to regulate their own motions. 


All the while the poor condemned creatures were preparing for death, and 
the ordinary, as they call him, was busy with them, disposing them to 
submit to their sentence,—I say, all this while I was seized with a fit of 
trembling, as much as I could have been if I had been in the same condition 
as I was the day before; I was so violently agitated by this surprising fit that 
I shook as if it had been an ague, so that I could not speak or look but like 
one distracted. As soon as they were all put into the carts and gone, which, 
however, I had not courage enough to see—I say, as soon as they were 
gone, I fell into a fit of crying involuntarily, as a mere distemper, and yet so 
violent, and it held me so long, that I knew not what course to take, nor 
could I stop, or put a check to it, no, not with all the strength and courage I 
had. 


This fit of crying held me near two hours, and, as I believe, held me till 
they were all out of the world, and then a most humble, penitent, serious 
kind of joy succeeded; a real transport it was, or passion of thankfulness, 
and in this I continued most part of the day. 


In the evening the good minister visited me again, and fell to his usual 
good discourses. He congratulated my having a space yet allowed me for 
repentance, whereas the state of those six poor creatures was determined, 
and they were now past the offers of salvation; he pressed me to retain the 
same sentiments of the things of life that I had when I had a view of 
eternity; and at the end of all, told me that I should not conclude that all was 
over, that a reprieve was not a pardon, that he could not answer for the 
effects of it; however, I had this mercy, that I had more time given me, and 
it was my business to improve that time. 


This discourse left a kind of sadness on my heart, as if I might expect the 
affair would have a tragical issue still, which, however, he had no certainty 
of; yet I did not at that time question him about it, he having said he would 
do his utmost to bring it to a good end, and that he hoped he might, but he 
would not have me be secure; and the consequence showed that he had 
reason for what he said. 


It was about a fortnight after this that I had some just apprehensions that I 
should be included in the dead warrant at the ensuing sessions; and it was 
not without great difficulty, and at last an humble petition for 


transportation, 44 that I avoided it, so ill was I beholding to fame, and so 
prevailing was the report of being an old offender; though in that they did 
not do me strict justice, for I was not in the sense of the law an old offender, 
whatever I was in the eye of the judge, for I had never been before them in 
a judicial way before; so the judges could not charge me with being an old 
offender, but the Recorder was pleased to represent my case as he thought 
fit. 

I had now a certainty of life indeed, but with the hard conditions of being 
ordered for transportation, which was, I say, a hard condition in itself, but 
not when comparatively considered; and therefore I shall make no 
comments upon the sentence, nor upon the choice I was put to. We all shall 
choose anything rather than death, especially when ’t is attended with an 
uncomfortable prospect beyond it, which was my case. 


The good minister, whose interest, though a stranger to me, had obtained 
me the reprieve, mourned sincerely for his part. He was in hopes, he said, 
that I should have ended my days under the influence of good instruction, 
that I might not have forgot my former distresses, and that I should not have 
been turned loose again among such a wretched crew as are thus sent 
abroad, where, he said, I must have more than ordinary secret assistance 
from the grace of God, if I did not turn as wicked again as ever. 


I have not for a good while mentioned my governess, who had been 
dangerously sick, and being in as near a view of death by her disease as I 
was by my sentence, was a very great penitent; I say, I have not mentioned 
her, nor indeed did I see her in all this time; but being now recovering, and 
just able to come abroad, she came to see me. 


I told her my condition, and what a different flux and reflux of fears and 
hopes I had been agitated with; I told her what I had escaped, and upon 
what terms; and she was present when the minister expressed his fears of 
my relapsing again into wickedness upon my falling into the wretched 
company that are generally transported. Indeed I had a melancholy 
reflection upon it in my own mind, for I knew what a dreadful gang was 
always sent away together, and said to my governess that the good 
minister’s fears were not without cause. “Well, well,” says she, “but I hope 
you will not be tempted with such a horrid example as that.” And as soon as 


the minister was gone, she told me she would not have me discouraged, for 
perhaps ways and means might be found to dispose of me in a particular 
way, by myself, of which she would talk further with me afterward. 


I looked earnestly at her, and thought she looked more cheerfully than she 
usually had done, and I entertained immediately a thousand notions of 
being delivered, but could not for my life imagine the methods, or think of 
one that was feasible; but I was too much concerned in it to let her go from 
me without explaining herself, which though she was very loth to do, yet, as 
I was still pressing, she answered me in a few words, thus: “Why, you have 
money, have you not? Did you ever know one in your life that was 
transported and had a hundred pounds in his pocket, [’1] warrant ye, child?” 
says she. 


I understood her presently, but told her I saw no room to hope for 
anything but a strict execution of the order, and as it was a severity that was 
esteemed a mercy, there was no doubt but it would be strictly observed. She 
said no more but this: “We will try what can be done,” and so we parted. 


I lay in the prison near fifteen weeks after this. What the reason of it was I 
know not, but at the end of this time I was put on board of a ship in the 
Thames, and with me a gang of thirteen as hardened vile creatures as ever 
Newgate produced in my time; and it would really well take up a history 
longer than mine to describe the degrees of impudence and audacious 
villainy that those thirteen were arrived to, and the manner of their 
behaviour in the voyage; of which I have a very diverting account by me, 
which the captain of the ship who carried them over gave me, and which he 
caused his mate to write down at large. 


It may, perhaps, be thought trifling to enter here into a relation of all the 
little incidents which attended me in this interval of my circumstances; I 
mean, between the final order for my transportation and the time of going 
on board the ship; and I am too near the end of my story to allow room for 
it; but something relating to me and my Lancashire husband I must not 
omit. 


He had, as I have observed already, been carried from the master’s sideQS 
of the ordinary prison into the press-yard, with three of his comrades, for 
they found another to add to them after some time; here, for what reason I 


knew not, they were kept without being brought to a trial almost three 
months. It seems they found means to bribe or buy off some who were to 


come in against them, and they wanted2a evidence to convict them. After 
some puzzle on this account, they made shift to get proof enough against 
two of them to carry them off; but the other two, of which my Lancashire 
husband was one, lay still in suspense. They had, I think, one positive 
evidence against each of them, but the law obliging them to have two 


witnesses,2© they could make nothing of it. Yet they were resolved not to 
part with the men neither, not doubting but evidence would at last come in; 
and in order to this, I think publication was made that such prisoners were 
taken, and any one might come to the prison and see them. 


I took this opportunity to satisfy my curiosity, pretending I had been 
robbed in the Dunstable coach, and that I would go to see the two 
highwaymen. But when I came into the press-yard, I so disguised myself, 
and muffled my face up so that he could see little of me, and knew nothing 
of who I was; but when I came back, I said publicly that I knew them very 
well. 


Immediately it was all over the prison that Moll Flanders would turn 
evidence against one of the highwaymen, and that I was to come off by it 
from the sentence of transportation. 


They heard of it, and immediately my husband desired to see this Mrs. 
Flanders that knew him so well, and was to be an evidence against him; and 
accordingly I had leave to go to him. I dressed myself up as well as the best 
clothes that I suffered myself ever to appear in there would allow me, and 
went to the press-yard, but had a hood over my face. He said little to me at 
first, but asked me if I knew him. I told him, “Yes, very well;” but as I 
concealed my face, so I counterfeited my voice too, that he had no guess at 
who I was. He asked me where I had seen him. I told him between 
Dunstable and Brickhill; but turning to the keeper that stood by, I asked if I 
might not be admitted to talk with him alone. He said, “Yes, yes,” and so 
very civilly withdrew. 


As soon as he was gone, and I had shut the door, I threw off my hood, and 
bursting out into tears, “My dear,” said I, “do you not know me?” He turned 
pale, and stood speechless, like one thunderstruck, and, not able to conquer 


the surprise, said no more but this, “Let me sit down;” and sitting down by 
the table, leaning his head on his hand, fixed his eyes on the ground as one 
stupid. I cried so vehemently, on the other hand, that it was a good while ere 
I could speak any more; but after I had given vent to my passion, I repeated 
the same words, “My dear, do you not know me?” At which he answered, 
“Yes,” and said no more a good while. 


After some time continuing in the surprise, as above, he cast up his eyes 
towards me, and said, “How could you be so cruel?” I did not really 
understand what he meant; and I answered, “How can you call me cruel?” 
“To come to me,” says he, “in such a place as this, is it not to insult me? I 
have not robbed you, at least not on the highway.” 


I perceived by this, that he knew nothing of the miserable circumstances I 
was in, and thought that, having got intelligence of his being there, I had 
come to upbraid him with his leaving me. But I had too much to say to him 
to be affronted, and told him in a few words, that I was far from coming to 
insult him, but at best I came to condole mutually; that he would be easily 
satisfied that I had no such view, when I should tell him that my condition 
was worse than his, and that many ways. He looked a little concerned at the 
expression of my condition being worse than his, but, with a kind of a 
smile, said, “How can that be? When you see me fettered, and in Newgate, 
and two of my companions executed already, can you say your condition is 
worse than mine?” 


“Come, my dear,” says I, “we have a long piece of work to do, if I should 
be to relate, or you to hear, my unfortunate history; but if you will hear it, 
you will soon conclude with me that my condition is worse than yours.” 
“How is that possible,” says he, “when I expect to be cast for my life the 
very next sessions?” “Yes,” says I, “’t is very possible, when I shall tell you 
that I have been cast for my life three sessions ago, and am now under 
sentence of death; is not my case worse than yours?” 


Then, indeed, he stood silent again, like one struck dumb, and after a little 
while he starts up. “Unhappy couple!” says he, “how can this be possible?” 
I took him by the hand. “Come, my dear,” said I, “sit down, and let us 
compare our sorrows. I am a prisoner in this very house, and in a much 
worse circumstance than you, and you will be satisfied I do not come to 


insult you when I tell you the particulars.” And with this we sat down 
together, and I told him so much of my story as I thought convenient, 
bringing it at last to my being reduced to great poverty, and representing 
myself as fallen into some company that led me to relieve my distresses by 
a way that I had been already unacquainted with, and that they making an 
attempt on a tradesman’s house, I was seized upon, for having been but just 
at the door, the maid-servant pulling me in; that I neither had broke any lock 
or taken anything away, and that notwithstanding that, I was brought in 
guilty and sentenced to die; but that the judges having been made sensible 
of the hardship of my circumstances, had obtained leave for me to be 
transported. 


I told him I fared the worse for being taken in the prison for one Moll 
Flanders, who was a famous successful thief, that all of them had heard of, 
but none of them had ever seen; but that, as he knew, was none of my name. 
But I placed all to the account of my ill fortune, and that under this name I 
was dealt with as an old offender, though this was the first thing they had 
ever known of me. I gave him a long account of what had befallen me since 
I saw him, but told him I had seen him since he might think I had; then gave 
him an account how I had seen him at Brickhill; how he was pursued, and 
how, by giving an account that I knew him, and that he was a very honest 
gentleman, the hue-and-cry was stopped, and the high constable went back 
again. 

He listened most attentively to all my story, and smiled at the particulars, 


being all of them infinitely below what he had been at the head of of but 
when I came to the story of Little Brickhill he was surprised. “And was it 
you, my dear,” said he, “that gave the check to the mob at Brickhill?” 
“Yes,” said I, “it was I indeed.” Then I told him the particulars which I had 
observed of him there. “Why, then,” said he, “it was you that saved my life 
at that time, and I am glad I owe my life to you, for I will pay the debt to 
you now, and Ill deliver you from the present condition you are in, or I will 
die in the attempt.” 


I told him by no means; it was a risk too great, not worth his running the 
hazard of, and for a life not worth his saving. ’T was no matter for that, he 
said; it was a life worth all the world to him; a life that had given him a new 


life; “for,” says he, “I was never in real danger, but that time, till the last 
minute when I was taken.” Indeed, his danger then lay in his believing he 
had not been pursued that way; for they had gone off from Hockley quite 
another way, and had come over the enclosed country into Brickhill, and 
were sure they had not been seen by anybody. 


Here he gave a long history of his life, which indeed would make a very 


strange25 history, and be infinitely diverting. He told me that he took the 
road about twelve years before he married me; that the woman which called 
him brother, was not any kin to him, but one that belonged to their gang, 
and who, keeping correspondence with them, lived always in town, having 
great acquaintance; that she gave them perfect intelligence of persons going 
out of town, and that they had made several good booties by her 
correspondence; that she thought she had fixed a fortune for him, when she 
brought me to him, but happened to be disappointed, which he really could 
not blame her for; that if I had had an estate, which she was informed I had, 
he had resolved to leave off the road and live a new life, but never to appear 
in public till some general pardon had been passed, or till he could, for 
money, have got his name into some particular pardon, so that he might 
have been perfectly easy; but that, as it had proved otherwise, he was 
obliged to take up the old trade again. 


He gave a long account of some of his adventures, and particularly one 
where he robbed the West Chester coaches near Lichfield, when he got a 


very great booty; and after that, how he robbed five graziersOo in the west, 


going to Burford Fair, in Wiltshire,2! to buy sheep. He told me he got so 
much money on those two occasions that, if he had known where to have 
found me, he would certainly have embraced my proposal of going with me 
to Virginia, or to have settled in a plantation, or some other of the English 
colonies in America. 


He told me he wrote three letters to me, directed according to my order, 
but heard nothing from me. This indeed I knew to be true, but the letters 
coming to my hand in the time of my latter husband, I could do nothing in 
it, and therefore gave no answer, that so he might believe they had 
miscarried. 


Being thus disappointed, he said he carried on the old trade ever since, 
though, when he had gotten so much money, he said, he did not run such 
desperate risks as he did before. Then he gave me some account of several 
hard and desperate encounters which he had with gentlemen on the road, 
who parted too hardly with their money, and showed me some wounds he 
had received; and he had one or two very terrible wounds indeed, 
particularly one by a pistol-bullet, which broke his arm, and another with a 
sword, which ran him quite through the body, but that missing his vitals, he 
was cured again; one of his comrades having kept with him so faithfully, 
and so friendly, as that he assisted him in riding near eighty miles before his 
arm was set, and then got a surgeon in a considerable city, remote from the 
place where it was done, pretendin they were gentlemen travelling towards 


Carlisle,+ that they had been attacked on the road by highwaymen, and that 
one of them had shot him into the arm. 


This, he said, his friend managed so well that they were not suspected, but 
lay still till he was cured. He gave me also so many distinct accounts of his 
adventures, that it is with great reluctance that I decline the relating them; 
but this is my own story, not his. 


I then inquired into the circumstances of his present case, and what it was 
he expected when he came to be tried. He told me, that they had no 
evidence against him; for that, of the three robberies which they were all 
charged with, it was his good fortune that he was but in one of them, and 
that there was but one witness to be had to that fact, which was not 
sufficient; but that it was expected some others would come in, and that he 
thought, when he first saw me, I had been one that came of that errand; but 
that if nobody came in against him he hoped he should be cleared; that he 
had some intimation, that if he would submit to transport himself, he might 
be admitted to it without a trial; but that he could not think of it with any 


temper, and thought he could much easier submit to be hanged. 


I blamed him for that; first, because if he was transported, there might be 
an hundred ways for him, that was a gentleman, and a bold enterprising 
man, to find his way back again, and perhaps some ways and means to 
come back before he went. He smiled at that part, and said he should like 
the last the best of the two, for he had a kind of horror upon his mind at his 


being sent to the plantations, as the Romans sent slaves to work in the 
mines; that he thought the passage into another state much more tolerable at 
the gallows, and that this was the general notion of all the gentlemen who 
were driven by the exigence of their fortunes to take the road; that at the 
place of execution there was at least an end of all the miseries of the present 
state; and as for what was to follow, a man was, in his opinion, as likely to 
repent sincerely in the last fortnight of his life, under the agonies of a jail 
and the condemned hole, as he would ever be in the woods and 
wildernesses of America; that servitude and hard labour were things 
gentlemen could never stoop to; that it was but the way to force them to be 
their own executioners, which was much worse; and that he could not have 
any patience when he did but think of it. 


I used the utmost of my endeavour to persuade him, and joined that 
known woman’s rhetoric to it—I mean that of tears. I told him the infamy 
of a public execution was certainly a greater pressure upon the spirits of a 
gentleman than any mortifications that he could meet with abroad; that he 
had at least in the other a chance for his life, whereas here he had none at 
all; that it was the easiest thing in the world for him to manage the captain 
of a ship, who were, generally speaking, men of good humour; and a small 


matter of conduct, ok especially if there was any money to be had, would 


make way for him to buy himself off when he came to Virginia. 


He looked wishfully at me, and I guessed he meant that he had no money; 
but I was mistaken, his meaning was another way. “You hinted just now, my 
dear,” said he, “that there might be a way of coming back before I went, by 
which I understood you that it might be possible to buy it off here. I had 
rather give £200 to prevent going, than £100 to be set at liberty when I 
came there.” “That is, my dear,” said I, “because you do not know the place 
as well as I do.” “That may be,” said he; “and yet I believe, as well as you 
know it, you would do the same, unless it is because, as you told me, you 
have a mother there.” 


I told him, as to my mother, she must be dead many years before; and as 
for any other relations that I might have there, I knew them not; that since 
my misfortunes had reduced me to the condition I had been in for some 
years, I had not kept up any correspondence with them; and that he would 


easily believe I should find but a cold reception from them if I should be put 
to make my first visit in the condition of a transported felon; that therefore, 
if I went thither, I resolved not to see them; but that I had many views in 
going there, which took off all the uneasy part of it; and if he found himself 
obliged to go also, I should easily instruct him how to manage himself, so 
as never to go a servant at all, especially since I found he was not destitute 
of money, which was the only friend in such a condition. 


He smiled, and said he did not tell me he had money. I took him up short, 
and told him I hoped he did not understand by my speaking that I should 
expect any supply from him if he had money; that, on the other hand, 
though I had not a great deal, yet I did not want, and while I had any I 
would rather add to him than weaken him, seeing, whatever he had, I knew 
in the case of transportation he would have occasion of it all. 


He expressed himself in a most tender manner upon that head. He told me 
what money he had was not a great deal, but that he would never hide any 
of it from me if I wanted it, and assured me he did not speak with any such 
apprehensions; that he was only intent upon what I had hinted to him; that 
here he knew what to do, but there he should be the most helpless wretch 
alive. 


I told him he frighted himself with that which had no terror in it; that if he 
had money, as I was glad to hear he had, he might not only avoid the 
servitude supposed to be the consequence of transportation, but begin the 
world upon such a new foundation as he could not fail of success in, with 
but the common application usual in such cases; that he could not but call to 
mind I had recommended it to him many years before, and proposed it for 
restoring our fortunes in the world; and I would tell him now, that to 
convince him both of the certainty of it, and of my being fully acquainted 
with the method, and also fully satisfied in the probability of success, he 
should first see me deliver myself from the necessity of going over at all, 
and then that I would go with him freely, and of my own choice, and 
perhaps carry enough with me to satisfy him; that I did not offer it for want 
of being able to live without assistance from him, but that I thought our 
mutual misfortunes had been such as were sufficient to reconcile us both to 
quitting this part of the world, and living where nobody could upbraid us 
with what was past, and without the agonies of a condemned hole to drive 


us to it, where we should look back on all our past disasters with infinite 
satisfaction, when we should consider that our enemies should entirely 
forget us, and that we should live as new people in a new world, nobody 
having anything to say to us, or we to them. 


I pressed this home to him with so many arguments, and answered all his 
own passionate objections so effectually, that he embraced me, and told me 
I treated him with such a sincerity as overcame him; that he would take my 
advice, and would strive to submit to his fate in hope of having the comfort 
of so faithful a counsellor and such a companion in his misery. But still he 
put me in mind of what I had mentioned before, namely, that there might be 
some way to get off before he went, and that it might be possible to avoid 
going at all, which he said would be much better. I told him he should see, 
and be fully satisfied that I would do my utmost in that part too, and if it did 
not succeed, yet that I would make good the rest. 


We parted after this long conference with such testimonies of kindness 
and affection as I thought were equal, if not superior, to that at our parting 
at Dunstable; and now I saw more plainly the reason why he then declined 
coming with me toward London, and why, when we parted there, he told 
me it was not convenient to come to London with me, as he would 
otherwise have done. I have observed that the account of his life would 
have made a much more pleasing history than this of mine; and, indeed, 
nothing in it was more strange than this part, viz., that he carried on that 
desperate trade full five-and-twenty years, and had never been taken, the 
success he had met with had been so very uncommon, and such that 
sometimes he had lived handsomely and retired in one place for a year or 
two at a time, keeping himself and a man-servant to wait on him, and has 
often sat in the coffee-houses and heard the very people whom he had 
robbed give account of their being robbed, and of the places and 
circumstances, so that he could easily remember that it was the same. 


In this manner it seems he lived near Liverpool at the time he unluckily 
married me for a fortune. Had I been the fortune he expected, I verily 
believe he would have taken up and lived honestly. 


He had with the rest of his misfortunes the good luck not to be actually 
upon the spot when the robbery was done which they were committed for, 


and so none of the persons robbed could swear to him. But it seems as he 
was taken with the gang, one hard-mouthed countryman swore home to 
him; and according to the publication they had made, they expected more 
evidence against him, and for that reason he was kept in hold. 


However, the offer which was made to him of transportation was made, as 
I understood, upon the intercession of some great person who pressed him 
hard to accept of it; and as he knew there were several that might come in 
against him, I thought his friend was in the right, and I lay at him night and 
day to delay it no longer. 


At last, with much difficulty, he gave his consent; and as he was not 
therefore admitted to transportation in court, and on his petition, as I was, 
so he found himself under a difficulty to avoid embarking himself, as I had 
said he might have done; his friend having given security for him that he 


should transport himself, and not return within the term.42 


This hardship broke all my measures, for the steps I took afterwards for 
my own deliverance were hereby rendered wholly ineffectual, unless I 
would abandon him, and leave him to go to America by himself, than which 
he protested he would much rather go directly to the gallows. 


I must now return to my own case. The time of my being transported was 
near at hand; my govemess, who continued my fast friend, had tried to 
obtain a pardon, but it could not be done unless with an expense too heavy 
for my purse, considering that to be left empty, unless I had resolved to 
return to my old trade, had been worse than transportation, because there I 
could live, here I could not. The good minister stood very hard on another 
account to prevent my being transported also; but he was answered that my 
life had been given me at his first solicitations, and therefore he ought to 
ask no more. He was sensibly grieved at my going, because, as he said, he 
feared I should lose the good impressions which a prospect of death had at 
first made on me, and which were since increased by his instructions; and 
the pious gentleman was exceedingly concerned on that account. 


On the other hand, I was not so solicitous about it now, but I concealed 
my reasons for it from the minister, and to the last he did not know but that 
I went with the utmost reluctance and affliction. 


It was in the month of February that I was, with thirteen other convicts, 
delivered to a merchant that traded to Virginia, on board a ship riding in 


Deptford Reach.2! The officer of the prison delivered us on board, and the 
master of the vessel gave a discharge for us. 


We were for that night clapped under hatches, and kept so close that I 
thought I should have been suffocated for want of air; and the next morning 


qeu 


the ship weighe and fell down the river to a place called Bugby’s 


Hole 2! which was done, as they told us, by the agreement of the merchant, 
that all opportunity of escape should be taken from us. However, when the 
ship came thither and cast anchor, we were permitted to come upon the 
deck, but not upon the quarter-deck, that being kept particularly for the 
captain and for passengers. 


When, by the noise of the men over my head and the motion of the ship, I 
perceived they were under sail, I was at first greatly surprised, fearing we 
should go away, and that our friends would not be admitted to see us; but I 
was easy soon after, when I found they had come to an anchor, and that we 
had notice given by some of the men that the next morning we should have 
the liberty to come upon deck, and to have our friends come to see us. 


All that night I lay upon the hard deck as the other prisoners did, but we 
had afterwards little cabins allowed for such as had any bedding to lay in 
them, and room to stow any box or trunk for clothes, and linen if we had it 


(which might well be put in), for some of them had neither shirt or shift,2° 
linen or woollen, but what was on their backs, or one farthing of money to 
help themselves; yet I did not find but they fared well enough in the ship, 
especially the women, who got money of the seamen for washing their 
clothes, &c., sufficient to purchase anything they wanted. 


When the next morning we had the liberty to come upon deck, I asked 
one of the officers whether I might not be allowed to send a letter on shore 
to let my friends know where we lay, and to get some necessary things sent 


to me. This was the boatswain, | a very civil, courteous man, who told me I 
should have any liberty that I desired, that he could allow me with safety. I 
told him I desired no other; and he answered, the ship’s boat would go up to 
London next tide, and he would order my letter to be carried. 


Accordingly, when the boat went off, the boatswain came and told me the 
boat was going off, that he went in it himself, and if my letter was ready, he 
would take care of it. I had prepared pen, ink, and paper beforehand, and 
had gotten a letter ready directed to my governess, and enclosed another to 
my fellow-prisoner, which, however, I did not let her know was my 
husband, not to the last. In that to my governess, I let her know where the 
ship lay, and pressed her to send me what things she had got ready for me 
for my voyage. 


*Petty officer on a merchant ship, in charge of maintenance and other tasks. 


When I gave the boatswain the letter, I gave him a shilling with it, which I 
told him was for the charge of a porter, which I had entreated him to send 
with the letter as soon as he came on shore, that if possible I might have an 
answer brought back by the same hand, that I might know what was 
become of my things; “For, sir,” says I, “if the ship should go away before I 
have them, I am undone.” 


I took care, when I gave him the shilling, to let him see I had a little better 


furniture2P about me than the ordinary prisoners; that I had a purse, and in 
it a pretty deal of money; and I found that the very sight of it immediately 
furnished me with very different treatment from what I should otherwise 
have met with; for though he was courteous indeed before, in a kind of 
natural compassion to me, aS a woman in distress, yet he was more than 
ordinarily so afterwards, and procured me to be better treated in the ship 
than, I say, I might otherwise have been; as shall appear in its place. 


He very honestly delivered my letter to my governess’s own hands, and 
brought me back her answer; and when he gave it me, gave me the shilling 
again. “There,” says he, “there’s your shilling again too, for I delivered the 
letter myself.” I could not tell what to say, I was surprised at the thing; but 
after some pause I said, “Sir, you are too kind; it had been but reasonable 
that you had paid yourself coach-hire then.” 


“No, no,” says he, “I am overpaid. What is that genthewoman? Is she your 
sister?” 


“No, sir,” said I, “she is no relation to me, but she is a dear friend, and all 
the friends I have in the world.” “Well,” says he, “there are few such 


friends. Why, she cries after you like a child.” “Ay,” says I again, “she 
would give a hundred pounds, I believe, to deliver me from this dreadful 
condition.” 


“Would she so?” says he. “For half the money I believe I could put you in 
a way how to deliver yourself.” But this he spoke softly that nobody could 
hear. 


“Alas! sir,” said I, “but then that must be such a deliverance as, if I should 
be taken again, would cost me my life.” “Nay,” said he, “if you were once 
out of the ship, you must look to yourself afterwards; that I can say nothing 
to.” So we dropped the discourse for that time. 


In the meantime, my governess, faithful to the last moment, conveyed my 
letter to the prison to my husband, and got an answer to it, and the next day 
came down herself, bringing me, in the first place, a sea-bed, as they call it, 
and all its ordinary furniture. She brought me also a sea-chest—that is, a 
chest, such as are made for seamen, with all the conveniences in it, and 
filled with everything almost that I could want; and in one of the corners of 
the chest, where there was a private drawer, was my bank of money—that is 
to say, so much of it as I had resolved to carry with me; for I ordered part of 
my stock to be left behind, to be sent afterwards in such goods as I should 
want when I came to settle; for money in that country is not of much use, 
where all things are bought for tobacco; much more is it a great loss to carry 
it from hence. 


But my case was particular; it was by no means proper for me to go 
without money or goods, and for a poor convict that was to be sold as soon 
as I came on shore, to carry a cargo of goods would be to have notice taken 
of it, and perhaps to have them seized; so I took part of my stock with me 
thus, and left the rest with my governess. 


My governess brought me a great many other things, but it was not proper 
for me to appear too well, at least till I knew what kind of a captain we 
should have. When she came into the ship, I thought she would have died 
indeed; her heart sank at the sight of me, and at the thoughts of parting with 
me in that condition; and she cried so intolerably, I could not for a long time 
have any talk with her. 


I took that time to read my fellow-prisoner’s letter, which greatly 
perplexed me. He told me it would be impossible for him to be discharged 
time enough for going in the same ship, and which was more than all, he 
began to question whether they would give him leave to go in what ship he 
pleased, though he did voluntarily transport himself; but that they would see 
him put on board such a ship as they should direct, and that he would be 
charged upon the captain as other convict prisoners were; so that he began 
to be in despair of seeing me till he came to Virginia, which made him 
almost desperate; seeing that, on the other hand, if I should not be there, if 
any accident of the sea, or of mortality, should take me away, he should be 
the most undone creature in the world. 


This was very perplexing, and I knew not what course to take. I told my 
governess the story of the boatswain, and she was mighty eager with me to 


treat29 with him; but I had no mind to it, till I heard whether my husband, 
or fellow-prisoner, so she called him, could be at liberty to go with me or 
no. At last I was forced to let her into the whole matter, except only that of 
his being my husband. I told her that I had made a positive agreement with 
him to go, if he could get the liberty of going in the same ship, and I found 
he had money. 


Then I told her what I proposed to do when we came there, how we could 
plant, settle, and, in short, grow rich without any more adventures; and, as a 
great secret, I told her we were to marry as soon as he came on board. 


She soon agreed cheerfully to my going when she heard this, and she 
made it her business from that time to get him delivered in time, so that he 
might go in the same ship with me, which at last was brought to pass, 
though with great difficulty, and not without all the forms of a transported 
convict, which he really was not, for he had not been tried, and which was a 
great mortification to him. As our fate was now determined, and we were 
both on board, actually bound to Virginia, in the despicable quality of 
transported convicts, destined to be sold for slaves, I for five years, and he 
under bonds and security not to return to England any more, as long as he 
lived, he was very much dejected and cast down; the mortification of being 
brought on board as he was, like a prisoner, piqued him very much, since it 
was first told him he should transport himself, so that he might go as a 


gentleman at liberty. It is true he was not ordered to be sold when he came 
there as we were, and for that reason he was obliged to pay for his passage 
to the captain, which we were not; as to the rest, he was as much at a loss as 
a child what to do with himself, but by directions. 


However, I lay in an uncertain condition full three weeks, not knowing 
whether I should have my husband with me or no, and therefore not 
resolved how or in what manner to receive the honest boatswain’s proposal, 


which indeed he thought a little strange.48 


At the end of this time, behold my husband came on board. He looked 
with a dejected, angry countenance; his great heart was swelled with rage 
and disdain, to be dragged along with three keepers of Newgate, and put on 
board like a convict, when he had not so much as been brought to a trial. He 
made loud complaints of it by his friends, for it seems he had some interest; 
but they got some check in their application, and were told he had had 
favour enough, and that they had received such an account of him, since the 
last grant of his transportation, that he ought to think himself very well 
treated that he was not prosecuted anew. This answer quieted him, for he 
knew too much what might have happened, and what he had room to 
expect; and now he saw the goodness of that advice to him, which prevailed 
with him to accept of the offer of transportation. And after his chagrin at 
these hell-hounds, as he called them, was a little over, he looked more 
composed, began to be cheerful, and as I was telling him how glad I was to 
have him once more out of their hands, he took me in his arms, and 
acknowledged with great tenderness that I had given him the best advice 
possible. “My dear,” says he, “thou hast twice saved my life; from 
henceforward it shall be employed for you, and I’ll always take your 
advice.” 


Our first business was to compare our stock. He was very honest to me, 
and told me his stock was pretty good when he came into the prison, but 
that living there as he did like a gentleman, and, which was much more, the 
making of friends and soliciting his case, had been very expensive; and, in a 
word, all his stock left was £108, which he had about him in gold. 


I gave him an account of my stock as faithfully, that is to say, what I had 
taken with me; for I was resolved, whatever should happen, to keep what I 


had left in reserve; that in case I should die, what I had was enough to give 
him, and what was left in my governess’s hands would be her own, which 
she had well deserved of me indeed. 


My stock which I had with me was £246 some odd shillings; so that we 
had £354 between us, but a worse gotten estate was never put together to 
begin the world with. 


Our greatest misfortune as to our stock was that it was in money, an 


unprofitable cargo2 to be carried to the plantations. I believe his was really 
all he had left in the world, as he told me it was; but I, who had between 
£700 and £800 in bank when this disaster befell me, and who had one of the 
faithfullest friends in the world to manage it for me, considering she was a 
woman of no principles, had still £300 left in her hand, which I had 
reserved, as above; besides, I had some very valuable things with me, as 
particularly two gold watches, some small pieces of plate, and some rings— 
all stolen goods. With this fortune, and in the sixty-first year of my age, I 
launched out into a new world, as I may call it, in the condition only of a 
poor convict, ordered to be transported in respite from the gallows. My 
clothes were poor and mean, but not ragged or dirty, and none knew in the 
whole ship that I had anything of value about me. 


However, as I had a great many very good clothes and linen in abundance, 
which I had ordered to be packed up in two great boxes, I had them shipped 
on board, not as my goods, but as consigned to my real name in Virginia; 
and had the bills of loading in my pocket; and in these boxes was my plate 
and watches, and everything of value, except my money, which I kept by 
itself in a private drawer in my chest, and which could not be found, or 
opened, if found, without splitting the chest to pieces. 


The ship began now to fill; several passengers came on board, who were 
embarked on no criminal account, and these had accommodations assigned 
them in the great cabin and other parts of the ship, whereas we, as convicts, 
were thrust down below, I know not where. But when my husband came on 
board, I spoke to the boatswain, who had so early given me hints of his 
friendship. I told him he had befriended me in many things, and I had not 
made any suitable return to him, and with that I put a guinea into his hand. I 
told him that my husband was now come on board; that though we were 


under the present misfortunes, yet we had been persons of a different 
character from the wretched crew that we came with, and desired to know 
whether the captain might not be moved to admit us to some conveniences 
in the ship, for which we would make him what satisfaction he pleased, and 
that we would gratify him for his pains in procuring this for us. He took the 
guinea, as I could see, with great satisfaction, and assured me of his 
assistance. 


Then he told us he did not doubt but that the captain, who was one of the 
best-humoured gentlemen in the world, would be easily brought to 
accommodate us, as well as we could desire, and, to make me easy, told me 
he would go up the next tide on purpose to speak to him about it. The next 
morning happening to sleep a little longer than ordinary, when I got up and 
began to look abroad, I saw the boatswain among the men in his ordinary 
business. I was a little melancholy at seeing him there, and going forward to 
speak to him, he saw me, and came towards me, but not giving him time to 
speak first, I said, smiling, “I doubt, sir, you have forgot us, for I see you 
are very busy.” He returned presently, “Come along with me, and you shall 
see.” So he took me into the great cabin, and there sat a good sort of a 
gentlemanly man writing, and a great many papers before him. 


“Here,” says the boatswain to him that was a-writing, “is the 
gentlewoman that the captain spoke to you of.” And turning to me, he said, 
“T have been so far from forgetting your business, that I have been up at the 
captain’s house, and have represented faithfully what you said, of your 
being furnished with conveniences for yourself and your husband; and the 
captain has sent this gentleman, who is mate of the ship, down on purpose 
to show you everything, and to accommodate you to your content, and bid 
me assure you that you shall not be treated like what you were expected to 
be, but with the same respect as other passengers are treated.” 


The mate then spoke to me, and not giving me time to thank the 
boatswain for his kindness, confirmed what the boatswain had said, and 
added that it was the captain’s delight to show himself kind and charitable, 
especially to those that were under any misfortunes; and with that he 
showed me several cabins built up, some in the great cabin, and some 
partitioned off, out of the steerage, but opening into the great cabin, on 
purpose for passengers, and gave me leave to choose where I would. I chose 


a cabin in the steerage, in which were very good conveniences to set our 
chest and boxes, and a table to eat on. 


The mate then told me that the boatswain had given so good a character of 
me and of my husband, that he had orders to tell me we should eat with 
him, if we thought fit, during the whole voyage, on the common terms of 
passengers; that we might lay in some fresh provisions if we pleased; or if 
not, he should lay in his usual store, and that we should have share with 
him. This was very reviving news to me, after so many hardships and 
afflictions. I thanked him, and told him the captain should make his own 
terms with us, and asked him leave to go and tell my husband of it, who 
was not very well, and was not yet out of his cabin. Accordingly I went, and 
my husband, whose spirits were still so much sunk with the indignity (as he 
understood it) offered him, that he was scarce yet himself, was so revived 
with the account I gave him of the reception we were like to have in the 
ship, that he was quite another man, and new vigour and courage appeared 
in his very countenance. So true is it, that the greatest spirits, when 
overwhelmed by their afflictions, are subject to the greatest dejections. 


After some little pause to recover himself, my husband came up with me, 
and gave the mate thanks for the kindness which he had expressed to us, 
and sent suitable acknowledgments by him to the captain, offering to pay 
him by advance, whatever he demanded for our passage, and for the 
conveniences he had helped us to. The mate told him that the captain would 
be on board in the afternoon, and that he would leave all that to him. 
Accordingly, in the afternoon, the captain came, and we found him the same 
courteous, obliging man that the boatswain had represented him; and he 
was so well pleased with my husband’s conversation, that, in short, he 
would not let us keep the cabin we had chosen, but gave us one that, as I 
said before, opened into the great cabin. 


Nor were his conditions exorbitant, or the man craving and eager to make 
a prey of us, but for fifteen guineas we had our whole passage and 
provisions, ate at the captain’s table, and were very handsomely entertained. 


The captain lay himself in the other part of the great cabin, having let his 


roundhouse,®® as they call it, to a rich planter, who went over with his wife 
and three children, who ate by themselves. He had some other ordinary 


passengers, who quartered in the steerage; and as for our old fraternity, they 
were kept under the hatches, and came very little on the deck. 


I could not refrain acquainting my governess with what had happened; it 
was but just that she, who was really concerned for me, should have part in 
my good fortune. Besides, I wanted her assistance to supply me with 
several necessaries, which before I was shy of letting anybody see me have; 
but now I had a cabin, and room to set things in, I ordered abundance of 
good things for our comfort in the voyage; as brandy, sugar, lemons, &c., to 
make punch, and treat our benefactor, the captain; and abundance of things 
for eating and drinking; also a larger bed, and bedding proportioned to it; so 
that, in a word, we resolved to want for nothing. 


All this while I had provided nothing for our assistance when we should 
come to the place, and begin to call ourselves planters; and I was far from 
being ignorant of what was needful on that occasion; particularly all sorts of 
tools for the planter’s work, and for building; and all kinds of house 
furniture, which, if to be bought in the country, must necessarily cost double 
the price. 


I discoursed that point with my governess, and she went and waited upon 
the captain, and told him that she hoped ways might be found out for her 
two unfortunate cousins, as she called us, to obtain our freedom when we 
came into the country, and so entered into a discourse with him about the 
means and terms also, of which I shall say more in its place; and after thus 
sounding the captain, she let him know, though we were unhappy in the 
circumstance that occasioned our going, yet that we were not unfurnished to 
set ourselves to work in the country, and were resolved to settle and live 
there as planters. The captain readily offered his assistance, told her the 
method of entering upon such business, and how easy, nay, how certain it 
was for industrious people to recover their fortunes in such a manner. 
“Madam,” says he, “’t is no reproach to any man in that country to have 
been sent over in worse circumstances than I perceive your cousins are in, 
provided they do but apply with good judgment to the business of the place 
when they come there.” 


She then inquired of him what things it was necessary we should carry 
over with us, and he, like a knowing man, told her thus: “Madam, your 


cousins first must procure somebody to buy them as servants, in conformity 
to the conditions of their transportation, and then, in the name of that 
person, they may go about what they will; they may either purchase some 
plantations already begun, or they may purchase land of the government of 
the country, and begin where they please, and both will be done 
reasonably.” She bespoke his favour in the first article, which he promised 
to her to take upon himself, and indeed faithfully performed it. And as to 
the rest, he promised to recommend us to such as should give us the best 
advice, and not to impose upon us, which was as much as could be desired. 


She then asked him if it would not be necessary to furnish us with a stock 
of tools and materials for the business of planting; and he said, “Yes, by all 
means.” Then she begged his assistance in that, and told him she would 
furnish us with everything that was convenient, whatever it cost her. He 
accordingly gave her a list of things necessary for a planter, which, by his 
account, came to about fourscore or a hundred pounds. And, in short, she 
went about as dexterously to buy them as if she had been an old Virginia 
merchant; only that she bought, by my direction, above twice as much of 
everything as he had given her a list of. 


These she put on board in her own name, took his bills of loading for 
them, and endorsed those bills of loading to my husband, insuring the cargo 
afterwards in her own name; so that we were provided for all events and for 
all disasters. 


I should have told you that my husband gave her all his own stock of 
£108, which, as I have said, he had about him in gold, to lay out thus, and I 
gave her a good sum besides; so that I did not break into the stock which I 
had left in her hands at all, but after all we had near £200 in money, which 
was more than enough for our purpose. 


In this condition, very cheerful, and indeed joyful at being so happily 


accommodated, we set sail from Bugby’s Hole to Gravesend,2! where the 
ship lay about ten days more, and where the captain came on board for good 
and all. Here the captain offered us a civility which, indeed, we had no 
reason to expect, namely, to let us go on shore and refresh ourselves, upon 
giving our words that we would not go from him, and that we would return 
peaceably on board again. This was such an evidence of his confidence in 


us that it overcame my husband, who, in a mere principle of gratitude, told 
him, as he could not in any capacity make a suitable return for such a 
favour, so he could not think of accepting it, nor could he be easy that the 
captain should run such a risk. After some mutual civilities, I gave my 
husband a purse, in which was eighty guineas, and he put it into the 
captain’s hand. “There, captain,” says he, “there’s part of a pledge for our 
fidelity; if we deal dishonestly with you on any account, ’t is your own.” 
And on this we went on shore. 


Indeed, the captain had assurance enough of our resolutions to go, for that 
having made such provision to settle there, it did not seem rational that we 
would choose to remain here at the peril of life, for such it must have been. 
In a word, we went all on shore with the captain, and supped together in 
Gravesend, where we were very merry, stayed all night, lay at the house 
where we supped, and came all very honestly on board again with him in 
the morning. Here we bought ten dozen bottles of good beer, some wine, 
some fowls, and such things as we thought might be acceptable on board. 


My governess was with us all this while, and went round with us into the 


Downs,2" as did also the captain’s wife, with whom she went back. I was 


never so sorrowful at parting with my own mother as I was at parting with 
her, and I never saw her more. We had a fair easterly wind the third day 
after we came to the Downs, and we sailed from thence the 10th of April. 
Nor did we touch any more at any place, till being driven on the coast of 
Ireland by a very hard gale of wind, the ship came to an anchor in a little 
bay, near a river whose name I remember not, but they said the river came 


down from Limerick, and that it was the largest river in Ireland.2Y¥ 


Here, being detained by bad weather for some time, the captain, who 
continued the same kind, good-humoured man as at first, took us two on 
shore with him again. He did it now in kindness to my husband indeed, who 
bore the sea very ill, especially when it blew so hard. Here we bought again 
store of fresh provisions, beef, pork, mutton, and fowls, and the captain 
stayed to pickle up five or six barrels of beef, to lengthen out the ship’s 
store. We were here not above five days, when the weather turning mild, 
and a fair wind, we set sail again, and in two-and-forty days came safe to 
the coast of Virginia. 


When we drew near to the shore the captain called me to him, and told me 
that he found by my discourse I had some relations in the place, and that I 
had been there before, and so he supposed I understood the custom in their 
disposing the convict prisoners when they arrived. I told him I did not; and 
that, as to what relations I had in the place, he might be sure I would make 
myself known to none of them while in the circumstances of a prisoner, and 
that, as to the rest, we left ourselves entirely to him to assist us, as he was 
pleased to promise us he would do. He told me I must get somebody in the 
place to come and buy me as a Servant, and who must answer for me to the 
governor of the country if he demanded me. I told him we should do as he 


should direct; so he brought a planter to treat2” with him, as it were, for the 
purchase of me for a servant, my husband not being ordered to be sold, and 
there I was formally sold to him, and went ashore with him. The captain 
went with us, and carried us to a certain house, whether it was to be called a 
tavern or not I know not, but we had a bowl of punch there made of rum, 
&c., and were very merry. After some time, the planter gave us a certificate 
of discharge, and an acknowledgment of having served him faithfully, and I 
was free from him the next morning to go whither I would. 


For this piece of service the captain demanded of me six thousand weight 
of tobacco, which he said he was accountable for to his freighter, and which 
we immediately bought for him, and made him a present of twenty guineas 
besides, with which he was abundantly satisfied. 


It is not proper to enter here into the particulars of what part of the colony 
of Virginia we settled in, for divers reasons; it may suffice to mention that 
we went into the great river of Potomac, the ship being bound thither; and 


there we intended to have settled at first, though afterwards we altered our 
minds. 


The first thing I did of moment after having gotten all our goods on shore, 
and placed them in a storehouse, which, with a lodging, we hired at the 
small place or village where we landed; I say, the first thing was to inquire 
after my mother, and after my brother (that fatal person whom I married as 
a husband, as I have related at large). A little inquiry furnished me with 
information that Mrs.—, that is, my mother, was dead; that my brother, or 
husband, was alive, and, which was worse, I found he was removed from 
the plantation where I lived, and lived with one of his sons in a plantation 
just by the place where we landed, and had hired a warehouse. 


I was a little surprised at first, but as I ventured to satisfy myself that he 
could not know me, I was not only perfectly easy, but had a great mind to 
see him if it was possible, without his seeing me. In order to that, I found 
out by inquiry the plantation where he lived, and with a woman of the place 
whom I got to help me, like what we call a charwoman, I rambled about 
towards the place as if I had only a mind to see the country and look about 
me. At last I came so near that I saw the dwelling-house. I asked the woman 
whose plantation that was; she said it belonged to such a man, and looking 
out a little to our right hands, “There,” says she, “is the gentleman that owns 
the plantation, and his father with him.” “What are their Christian names?” 
said I. “I know not,” said she, “what the old gentleman’s name is, but his 
son’s name is Humphry; and I believe,” says she, “the father’s is so too.” 
You may guess, if you can, what a confused mixture of joy and fright 
possessed my thoughts upon this occasion, for I immediately knew that this 
was nobody else but my own son, by that father she showed me, who was 
my own brother. I had no mask, but I ruffled my hoods so about my face 
that I depended upon it that after above twenty years’ absence, and withal 
not expecting anything of me in that part of the world, he would not be able 
to know me. But I need not have used all that caution, for he was grown 
dim-sighted by some distemper which had fallen upon his eyes, and could 
but just see well enough to walk about, and not run against a tree or into a 
ditch. As they drew near to us I said, “Does he know you, Mrs. Owen?” (so 
they called the woman). “Yes,” she said, “if he hears me speak, he will 


know me; but he can’t see well enough22 to know me or anybody else;” 


and so she told me the story of his sight, as I have related. This made me 
secure, and so I threw open my hoods again, and let them pass by me. It 
was a wretched thing for a mother thus to see her own son, a handsome, 
comely young gentleman in flourishing circumstances, and durst not make 
herself known to him, and durst not take any notice of him. Let any mother 
of children that reads this consider it, and but think with what anguish of 
mind I restrained myself; what yearnings of soul I had in me to embrace 
him, and weep over him; and how I thought all my entrails turned within 


me, that my very bowels moved,48 and I knew not what to do, as I now 
know not how to express those agonies! When he went from me I stood 
gazing and trembling, and looking after him as long as I could see him; then 
sitting down on the grass, just at a place I had marked, I made as if I lay 
down to rest me, but turned from her, and lying on my face, wept, and 
kissed the ground that he had set his foot on. 


I could not conceal my disorder so much from the woman, but that she 
perceived it, and thought I was not well, which I was obliged to pretend was 
true; upon which she pressed me to rise, the ground being damp and 
dangerous, which I did, and walked away. 


As I was going back again, and still talking of this gentleman and his son, 
a new occasion of melancholy offered itself, thus. The woman began, as if 
she would tell me a story to divert me: “There goes,” says she, “a very odd 
tale among the neighbours where this gentleman formerly lived.” “What 
was that?” said I. “Why,” says she, “that old gentleman going to England, 
when he was a young man, fell in love with a young lady there, one of the 
finest women that ever was seen here, and married her, and brought her 
over hither to his mother, who was then living. He lived here several years 
with her,” continued she, “and had several children by her, of which the 
young gentleman that was with him now was one; but after some time, the 
old gentlewoman, his mother, talking to her of something relating to herself, 
and of her circumstances in England, which were bad enough, the daughter- 
in-law began to be very much surprised and uneasy; and, in short, in 
examining farther into things, it appeared past all contradiction, that she, the 
old gentlewoman, was her own mother, and that consequently that son was 
her own brother, which struck the family with horror, and put them into 
such confusion that it had almost ruined them all. The young woman would 


not live with him, he for a time went distracted, and at last the young 
woman went away for England, and has never been heard of since.” 


It is easy to believe that I was strangely affected with this story, but ’t is 
impossible to describe the nature of my disturbance. I seemed astonished at 
the story, and asked her a thousand questions about the particulars, which I 
found she was thoroughly acquainted with. At last I began to inquire into 
the circumstances of the family, how the old gentlewoman, I mean my 
mother, died, and how she left what she had; for my mother had promised 
me, very solemnly, that when she died she would do something for me, and 
leave it so, as that, if I was living, I should, one way or other, come at it, 
without its being in the power of her son, my brother and husband, to 
prevent it. She told me she did not know exactly how it was ordered, but 
she had been told that my mother had left a sum of money, and had tied her 


plantation for the payment of it,2* to be made good to the daughter, if ever 
she could be heard of, either in England or elsewhere; and that the trust was 
left with this son, whom we saw with his father. 


This was news too good for me to make light of, and you may be sure 
filled my heart with a thousand thoughts, what course I should take, and in 
what manner I should make myself known, or whether I should ever make 
myself known or no. 


Here was a perplexity that I had not indeed skill to manage myself in, 
neither knew I what course to take. It lay heavy upon my mind night and 
day. I could neither sleep nor converse, so that my husband perceived it, 
wondered what ailed me, and strove to divert me, but it was all to no 
purpose. He pressed me to tell him what it was troubled me, but I put it off, 
till at last importuning me continually, I was forced to form a story which 
yet had a plain truth to lay it upon too. I told him I was troubled because I 
found we must shift our quarters and alter our scheme of settling, for that I 


found I should be known if I stayed in that part of the country;2™ for that 
my mother being dead, several of my relations were come into that part 
where we then was, and that I must either discover myself to them, which in 
our present circumstances was not proper on many accounts, or remove; 
and which to do I knew not, and that this it was that made me melancholy. 


He joined with me in this, that it was by no means proper for me to make 
myself known to anybody in the circumstances in which we then were; and 
therefore he told me he would be willing to remove to any part of the 
country, or even to any other country if I thought fit. But now I had another 
difficulty, which was, that if I removed to another colony, I put myself out 
of the way of ever making a due search after those things which my mother 
had left; again, I could never so much as think of breaking the secret of my 
former marriage to my new husband; it was not a story would bear telling, 
nor could I tell what might be the consequences of it: it was impossible, too, 
without making it public all over the country, as well who I was, as what I 
now was also. 


This perplexity continued a great while, and made my spouse very 
uneasy; for he thought I was not open with him, and did not let him into 
every part of my grievance; and he would often say he wondered what he 
had done, that I would not trust him, whatever it was, especially if it was 
grievous and afflicting. The truth is, he ought to have been trusted with 
everything, for no man could deserve better of a wife; but this was a thing I 
knew not how to open to him, and yet having nobody to disclose any part of 
it to, the burthen was too heavy for my mind; for, let them say what they 
please of our sex not being able to keep a secret, my life is a plain 
conviction to me of the contrary; but be it our sex, or the men’s sex, a secret 
of moment should always have a confidant, a bosom friend to whom we 
may communicate the joy of it, or the grief of it, be it which it will, or it 
will be a double weight upon the spirits, and perhaps become even 
insupportable in itself; and this I appeal to human testimony for the truth of. 


And this is the cause why many times men as well as women, and men of 
the greatest and best qualities other ways, yet have found themselves weak 
in this part, and have not been able to bear the weight of a secret joy or of a 
secret sorrow, but have been obliged to disclose it, even for the mere giving 
vent to themselves, and to unbend the mind, oppressed with the weights 
which attended it. Nor was this any token of folly at all, but a natural 
consequence of the thing; and such people, had they struggled longer with 
the oppression, would certainly have told it in their sleep, and disclosed the 
secret, let it have been of what fatal nature soever, without regard to the 
person to whom it might be exposed. This necessity of nature is a thing 


which works sometimes with such vehemency in the minds of those who 
are guilty of any atrocious villainy, such as a secret murder in particular, 
that they have been obliged to discover it, though the consequence has been 
their own destruction. Now, though it may be true that the divine justice 
ought to have the glory of all those discoveries and confessions, yet ’t is as 
certain that Providence, which ordinarily works by the hands of nature, 
makes use here of the same natural causes to produce those extraordinary 


effects.42 


I could give several remarkable instances of this in my long conversation 
with crime and with criminals. I knew one fellow that, while I was a 
prisoner in Newgate, was one of those they called then night-fliers. I know 
not what word they may have understood it by since, but he was one who 
by connivance was admitted to go abroad every evening, when he played 


his pranks, and furnished those honest people they call thief-catchers22. 


with business to find out the next day, and restore for a reward what they 


had stolen the evening before.2= This fellow was as sure to tell in his sleep 
all that he had done, and every step he had taken, what he had stolen, and 
where, as sure as if he had engaged to tell it waking, and therefore he was 
obliged, after he had been out, to lock himself up, or be locked up by some 


of the keepers that had him in fee,24 that nobody should hear him; but, on 
the other hand, if he had told all the particulars, and given a full account of 
his rambles and success, to any comrade, any brother thief, or to his 
employers, as I may justly call them, then all was well, and he slept as 
quietly as other people. 


As the publishing this account of my life is for the sake of the just moral 
of every part of it, and for instruction, caution, warning, and improvement 
to every reader, so this will not pass, I hope, for an unnecessary digression, 
concerning some people being obliged to disclose the greatest secrets either 
of their own or other people’s affairs. 


Under the oppression of this weight, I laboured in the case I have been 
naming; and the only relief I found for it was to let my husband into so 
much of it as I thought would convince him of the necessity there was for 
us to think of settling in some other part of the world; and the next 


consideration before us was, which part of the English settlements we 
should go to. My husband was a perfect stranger to the country, and had not 
yet so much as a geographical knowledge of the situation of the several 
places; and I, that, till I wrote this, did not know what the word 
geographical signified, had only a _ general knowledge from long 
conversation with people that came from or went to several places; but this 
I knew, that Maryland, Pennsylvania, East and West Jersey, New York, and 
New England lay all north of Virginia, and that they were consequently all 
colder climates, to which, for that very reason, I had an aversion. For that as 
I naturally loved warm weather, so now I grew into years, I had a stronger 
inclination to shun a cold climate. I therefore considered of going to 
Carolina, which is the most southern colony of the English on the continent; 
and hither I proposed to go, the rather because I might with ease come from 
thence at any time, when it might be proper to inquire after my mother’s 
effects, and to demand them. 


With this resolution, I proposed to my husband our going away from 
where we was, and carrying our effects with us to Carolina, where we 
resolved to settle; for my husband readily agreed to the first part, viz., that it 
was not at all proper to stay where we was, since I had assured him we 
should be known there; and the rest I concealed from him. 


But now I found a new difficulty upon me. The main affair grew heavy 
upon my mind still, and I could not think of going out of the country 
without somehow or other making inquiry into the grand affair of what my 
mother had done for me; nor could I with any patience bear the thought of 
going away, and not make myself known to my old husband (brother), or to 
my child, his son; only I would fain have had it done without my new 
husband having any knowledge of it, or they having any knowledge of him. 


I cast about innumerable ways in my thoughts how this might be done. I 
would gladly have sent my husband away to Carolina, and have come after 
myself, but this was impracticable; he would not stir without me, being 
himself unacquainted with the country, and with the methods of settling 
anywhere. Then I thought we would both go first, and that when we were 
settled I should come back to Virginia; but even then I knew he would never 
part with me, and be left there alone. The case was plain; he was bred a 
gentleman, and was not only unacquainted, but indolent, and when we did 


settle, would much rather go into the woods with his gun, which they call 


there hunting,2@ and which is the ordinary work of the Indians; I say, he 
would much rather do that than attend to the natural business of the 
plantation. 


These were, therefore, difficulties unsurmountable, and such as I knew 
not what to do in. I had such strong impressions on my mind about 
discovering myself to my old husband, that I could not withstand them; and 
the rather, because it ran in my thoughts, that if I did not while he lived, I 
might in vain endeavour to convince my son afterward that I was really the 
Same person, and that I was his mother, and so might both lose the 
assistance and comfort of the relation, and lose whatever it was my mother 
had left me; and yet, on the other hand, I could never think it proper to 
discover the circumstances I was in, as well relating to the having a 
husband with me as to my being brought over as a criminal; on both which 
accounts it was absolutely necessary to me to remove from the place where 
I was, and come again to him, as from another place and in another figure. 


Upon those considerations, I went on with telling my husband the 
absolute necessity there was of our not settling in Potomac River, that we 
should presently be made public there; whereas if we went to any other 
place in the world, we could come in with as much reputation as any family 
that came to plant; that, as it was always agreeable to the inhabitants to have 
families come among them to plant, who brought substance with them, so 
we should be sure of agreeable reception, and without any possibility of a 
discovery of our circumstances. 


I told him too, that as I had several relations in the place where we was, 
and that I durst not now let myself be known to them, because they would 
soon come to know the occasion of my coming over, which would be to 
expose myself to the last degree; so I had reason to believe that my mother, 
who died here, had left me something, and perhaps considerable, which it 
might be very well worth my while to inquire after; but that this too could 
not be done without exposing us publicly, unless we went from hence; and 
then, wherever we settled, I might come, as it were, to visit and to see my 
brother and nephews, make myself known, inquire after what was my due, 
be received with respect, and, at the same time, have justice done me; 


whereas, if I did it now, I could expect nothing but with trouble, such as 
exacting it by force, receiving it with curses and reluctance, and with all 
kinds of af fronts, which he would not perhaps bear to see; that in case of 
being obliged to legal proofs of being really her daughter, I might be at a 
loss, be obliged to have recourse to England, and, it may be, to fail at last, 
and so lose it. With these arguments, and having thus acquainted my 
husband with the whole secret, so far as was needful to him, we resolved to 
go and seek a settlement in some other colony, and at first Carolina was the 
place pitched upon. 


In order to this we began to make inquiry for vessels going to Carolina, 
and in a very little while got information, that on the other side the bay, as 
they call it, namely, in Maryland, there was a ship which came from 
Carolina, loaden with rice and other goods, and was going back again 
thither. On this news we hired a sloop to take in our goods, and taking, as it 
were, a final farewell of Potomac River, we went with all our cargo over to 
Maryland. 


This was a long and unpleasant voyage, and my spouse said it was worse 
to him than all the voyage from England, because the weather was bad, the 
water rough, and the vessel small and inconvenient. In the next place, we 
were full a hundred miles up Potomac River, in a part they call 
Westmorland County; and as that river is by far the greatest in Virginia, and 
I have heard say it is the greatest river in the world that falls into another 
river, and not directly into the sea, so we had base weather in it, and were 
frequently in great danger; for though they call it but a river, ’t is frequently 
so broad, that when we were in the middle we could not see land on either 
side for many leagues together. Then we had the great bay of Chesapeake to 
cross, which is, where the river Potomac falls into it, near thirty miles 
broad, so that our voyage was full two hundred miles, in a poor, sorry sloop, 
with all our treasure, and if any accident had happened to us we might at 
last have been very miserable; supposing we had lost our goods and saved 
our lives only, and had then been left naked and destitute, and in a wild, 
strange place, not having one friend or acquaintance in all that part of the 
world. The very thoughts of it gives me some horror, even since the danger 
is past. 


Well, we came to the place in five days’ sailing; I think they call it 
Philip’s Point; and behold when we came thither, the ship bound to Carolina 
was loaded and gone away but three days before. This was a 
disappointment; but, however, I, that was to be discouraged with nothing, 
told my husband that since we could not get passage to Carolina, and that 
the country we was in was very fertile and good, we would see if we could 
find out anything for our turn where we was, and that if he liked things we 
would settle here. 


We immediately went on shore, but found no conveniences just at that 
place, either for our being on shore or preserving our goods on shore, but 
was directed by a very honest Quaker, whom we found there, to go to a 
place about sixty miles east; that is to say, nearer the mouth of the bay, 
where he said he lived, and where we should be accommodated, either to 
plant or to wait for any other place to plant in that might be more 
convenient; and he invited us with so much kindness that we agreed to go, 
and the Quaker himself went with us. 


Here we bought us two servants, viz., an English woman-servant, just 
come on shore from a ship of Liverpool, and a negro man-servant, things 
absolutely necessary for all people that pretended to settle in that country. 
This honest Quaker was very helpful to us, and when we came to the place 
that he proposed, found us out a convenient storehouse for our goods, and 
lodging for ourselves and servants; and about two months, or thereabout, 
afterwards, by his direction, we took up a large piece of land from the 
government of that country, in order to form our plantation, and so we laid 
the thoughts of going to Carolina wholly aside, having been very well 
received here, and accommodated with a convenient lodging till we could 
prepare things, and have land enough cured, and materials provided for 
building us a house, all which we managed by the direction of the Quaker; 
so that in one year’s time we had near fifty acres of land cleared, part of it 
enclosed, and some of it planted with tobacco, though not much; besides, 
we had garden-ground and corn sufficient to supply our servants with roots 
and herbs and bread. 


And now I persuaded my husband to let me go over the bay again, and 
inquire after my friends. He was the willinger to consent to it now, because 
he had business upon his hands sufficient to employ him, besides his gun to 


divert him, which they call hunting there, and which he greatly delighted in; 
and indeed we used to look at one another, sometimes with a great deal of 
pleasure, reflecting how much better that was, not than Newgate only, but 
than the most prosperous of our circumstances in the wicked trade we had 
been both carrying on. 


Our affair was now in a very good posture; we purchased of the 
proprietors of the colony as much land for £35, paid in ready money, as 
would make a sufficient plantation to us as long as we could either of us 
live; and as for children, I was past anything of that kind. 


But our good fortune did not end here. I went, as I have said, over the bay, 
to the place where my brother, once a husband, lived; but I did not go to the 
same village where I was before, but went up another great river, on the east 
side of the river Potomac, called Rappahannoc River, and by this means 
came on the back of his plantation, which was large, and by the help of a 
navigable creek, that ran into the Rappahannoc, I came very near it. 


I was now fully resolved to go up point-blank to my brother (husband), 
and to tell him who I was; but not knowing what temper I might find him 
in, or how much out of temper, rather, I might make him by such a rash 
visit, I resolved to write a letter to him first, to let him know who I was, and 
that I was come not to give him any trouble upon the old relation, which I 
hoped was entirely forgot, but that I applied to him as a sister to a brother, 
desiring his assistance in the case of that provision which our mother, at her 
decease, had left for my support, and which I did not doubt but he would do 
me justice in, especially considering that I was come thus far to look after 
it. 

I said some very tender, kind things in the letter about his son, which I 
told him he knew to be my own child, and that as I was guilty of nothing in 
marrying him, any more than he was in marrying me, neither of us having 
then known our being at all related to one another, so I hoped he would 
allow me the most passionate desire of once seeing my own and only child, 
and of showing something of the infirmities of a mother in preserving a 
violent affection for him, who had never been able to retain any thought of 
me one way or other. 


I did believe that, having received this letter, he would immediately give it 
to his son to read, his eyes being, I knew, so dim that he could not see to 
read it; but it fell out better than so, for as his sight was dim so he had 
allowed his son to open all letters that came to his hand for him, and the old 
gentleman being from home, or out of the way when my messenger came, 
my letter came directly to my son’s hand, and he opened and read it. 


He called the messenger in, after some little stay, and asked him where the 
person was who gave him that letter. The messenger told him the place, 
which was about seven miles off; so he bid him stay, and ordering a horse to 
be got ready, and two servants, away he came to me with the messenger. Let 
any one judge the consternation I was in when my messenger came back 
and told me the old gentleman was not at home, but his son was come along 
with him, and was just coming up to me. I was perfectly confounded, for I 
knew not whether it was peace or war, nor could I tell how to behave; 
however, I had but a very few moments to think, for my son was at the 
heels of the messenger, and coming up into my lodgings, asked the fellow 
at the door something. I suppose it was, for I did not hear it, which was the 
gentlewoman that sent him; for the messenger said, “There she is, sir;” at 
which he comes directly up to me, kisses me, took me in his arms, 
embraced me with so much passion that he could not speak, but I could feel 
his breast heave and throb like a child, that cries, but sobs, and cannot cry it 
out. 


I can neither express or describe the joy that touched my very soul when I 
found, for it was easy to discover that part, that he came not as a stranger, 
but as a son to a mother, and indeed a son who had never before known 
what a mother of his own was; in short, we cried over one another a 
considerable while, when at last he broke out first. “My dear mother,” says 
he, “are you still alive? I never expected to have seen your face.” As for me, 
I could say nothing a great while. 


After we had both recovered ourselves a little, and were able to talk, he 
told me how things stood. He told me he had not showed my letter to his 
father, or told him anything about it; that what his grandmother left me was 
in his hands, and that he would do me justice to my full satisfaction; that as 
to his father, he was old and infirm both in body and mind; that he was very 
fretful and passionate, almost blind, and capable of nothing; and he 


questioned whether he would know how to act in an affair which was of so 
nice a nature as this; and that therefore he had come himself, as well to 
satisfy himself in seeing me, which he could not restrain himself from, as 
also to put it into my power to make a judgment, after I had seen how things 
were, whether I would discover myself to his father or no. 


This was really so prudently and wisely managed, that I found my son 
was a man of sense, and needed no direction from me. I told him I did not 
wonder that his father was as he had described him, for that his head was a 
little touched before I went away; and principally his disturbance was 
because I could not be persuaded to live with him as my husband, after I 
knew that he was my brother; that as he knew better than I what his father’s 
present condition was, I should readily join with him in such measures as he 
would direct; that I was indifferent as to seeing his father, since I had seen 
him first, and he could not have told me better news than to tell me that 
what his grandmother had left me was entrusted in his hands, who, I 
doubted not, now he knew who I was, would, as he said, do me justice. I 
inquired then how long my mother had been dead, and where she died, and 
told so many particulars of the family, that I left him no room to doubt the 
truth of my being really and truly his mother. 


My son then inquired where I was, and how I had disposed myself. I told 
him I was on the Maryland side of the bay, at the plantation of a particular 
friend, who came from England in the same ship with me; that as for that 
side of the bay where he was, I had no habitation. He told me I should go 
home with him, and live with him, if I pleased, as long as I lived; that as to 
his father, he knew nobody, and would never so much as guess at me. I 
considered of that a little, and told him, that though it was really no little 
concern to me to live at a distance from him, yet I could not say it would be 
the most comfortable thing in the world to me to live in the house with him, 
and to have that unhappy object always before me, which had been such a 
blow to my peace before; that though I should be glad to have his company 
(my son), or to be as near him as possible, yet I could not think of being in 
the house where I should be also under constant restraint for fear of 
betraying myself in my discourse, nor should I be able to refrain some 
expressions in my conversing with him as my son, that might discover the 
whole affair, which would by no means be convenient. 


He acknowledged that I was right in all this. “But then, dear mother,” says 
he, “you shall be as near me as you can.” So he took me with him on 
horseback to a plantation, next to his own, and where I was as well 
entertained as I could have been in his own. Having left me there, he went 
away home, telling me he would talk of the main business the next day; and 
having first called me his aunt, and given a charge to the people, who it 
seems were his tenants, to treat me with all possible respect, about two 
hours after he was gone, he sent me a maid-servant and a negro boy to wait 
on me, and provisions ready dressed for my supper; and thus I was as if I 
had been in a new world, and began almost to wish that I had not brought 
my Lancashire husband from England at all. 


However, that wish was not hearty neither, for I loved my Lancashire 
husband entirely, as I had ever done from the beginning; and he merited it 
as much as it was possible for a man to do; but that by the way. 


The next morming my son came to visit me again, almost as soon as I was 
up. After a little discourse, he first of all pulled out a deerskin bag, and gave 


it me, with five-and-fifty Spanish pistoles22 in it, and told me that was to 
supply my expenses from England, for though it was not his business to 
inquire, yet he ought to think I did not bring a great deal of money out with 
me, it not being usual to bring much money into that country. Then he 
pulled out his grandmother’s will, and read it over to me, whereby it 
appeared that she left a plantation on York River to me, with the stock of 
servants and cattle upon it, and had given it in trust to this son of mine for 
my use, whenever he should hear of me, and to my heirs, if I had any 
children, and in default of heirs, to whomsoever I should by will dispose of 
it; but gave the income of it, till I should be heard of, to my said son; and if 
I should not be living, then it was to him, and his heirs. 


This plantation, though remote from him, he said he did not let out, but 
managed it by a head-clerk, as he did another that was his father’s, that lay 
hard by it, and went over himself three or four times a year to look after it. I 
asked him what he thought the plantation might be worth. He said, if I 
would let it out, he would give me about £60 a year for it; but if I would 
live on it, then it would be worth much more, and he believed would bring 
me in about £150 a year. But seeing I was likely either to settle on the other 


side the bay, or might perhaps have a mind to go back to England, if I 
would let him be my steward he would manage it for me, as he had done for 
himself, and that he believed he should be able to send me as much tobacco 
from it as would yield me about £100 a year, sometimes more. 


This was all strange news to me, and things I had not been used to; and 
really my heart began to look up more seriously than I think it ever did 
before, and to look with great thankfulness to the hand of Providence, 
which had done such wonders for me, who had been myself the greatest 
wonder of wickedness perhaps that had been suffered to live in the world. 
And I must again observe, that not on this occasion only, but even on all 
other occasions of thankfulness, my past wickedness and abominable life 
never looked so monstrous to me, and I never so completely abhorred it, 
and reproached myself with it, as when I had a sense upon me of 
Providence doing good to me, while I had been making those vile returns 
on my part. 


But I leave the reader to improve these thoughts, as no doubt they will see 
cause, and I go on to the fact. My son’s tender carriage and kind offers 
fetched tears from me, almost all the while he talked with me. Indeed, I 
could scarce discourse with him but in the intervals of my passion; 
however, at length I began, and expressing myself with wonder at my being 
so happy to have the trust of what I had left, put into the hands of my own 
child, I told him, that as to the inheritance of it, I had no child but him in the 
world, and was now past having any if I should marry, and therefore would 
desire him to get a writing drawn, which I was ready to execute, by which I 
would, after me, give it wholly to him and to his heirs. And in the 
meantime, smiling, I asked him what made him continue a bachelor so long. 
His answer was kind and ready, that Virginia did not yield any great plenty 
of wives, and that since I talked of going back to England, I should send 
him a wife from London. 


This was the substance of our first day’s conversation, the pleasantest day 
that ever passed over my head in my life, and which gave me the truest 
satisfaction. He came every day after this, and spent great part of his time 
with me, and carried me about to several of his friends’ houses, where I was 
entertained with great respect. Also I dined several times at his own house, 
when he took care always to see his half-dead father so out of the way that I 


never saw him, or he me. I made him one present, and it was all I had of 
value, and that was one of the gold watches, of which, I said, I had two in 
my chest, and this I happened to have with me, and gave it him at his third 
visit. I told him I had nothing of any value to bestow but that, and I desired 
he would now and then kiss it for my sake. I did not, indeed, tell him that I 
stole it from a gentlewoman’s side, at a meeting-house in London. That’s by 
the way. 


He stood a little while hesitating, as if doubtful whether to take it or no. 
But I pressed it on him, and made him accept it, and it was not much less 
worth than his leather pouch full of Spanish gold; no, though it were to be 
reckoned as if at London, whereas it was worth twice as much there. At 
length he took it, kissed it, told me the watch should be a debt upon him 
that he would be paying as long as I lived. 


A few days after, he brought the writings of gift and the scrivenerP£ with 
him, and I signed them very freely, and delivered them to him with a 
hundred kisses; for sure nothing ever passed between a mother and a tender, 
dutiful child with more affection. The next day he brings me an obligation 
under his hand and seal, whereby he engaged himself to manage the 
plantation for my account, and to remit the produce to my order wherever I 
should be; and withal, obliged himself to make up the produce £100 a year 


to me. When he had done so, he told me that as I came to demand2¢ before 
the crop was off, I had a right to the produce of the current year; and so he 


paid £100 in Spanish pieces of eight,2€ and desired me to give him a receipt 
for it as in full for that year, ending at Christmas following; this being about 
the latter end of August. 


I stayed here above five weeks, and indeed had much ado to get away 
then. Nay, he would have come over the bay with me, but I would by no 
means allow it. However, he would send me over in a sloop of his own, 
which was built like a yacht, and served him as well for pleasure as 
business. This I accepted of, and so, after the utmost expressions both of 
duty and affection, he let me come away, and I arrived safe in two days at 
my friend’s the Quaker’s. 


I brought over with me, for the use of our plantation, three horses, with 
harness and saddles, some hogs, two cows, and a thousand other things, the 
gift of the kindest and tenderest child that ever woman had. I related to my 
husband all the particulars of this voyage, except that I called my son my 
cousin; and first, I told him that I had lost my watch, which he seemed to 
take as a misfortune; but then I told him how kind my cousin had been, that 
my mother had left me such a plantation, and that he had preserved it for 
me, in hopes some time or other he should hear from me; then I told him 
that I had left it to his management, that he would render me a faithful 
account of its produce; and then I pulled him out the £100 in silver, as the 
first year’s produce; and then pulling out the deerskin purse with the 
pistoles, “And here, my dear,” says I, “is the gold watch.” Says my 
husband, “So is Heaven’s goodness sure to work the same effects, in all 
sensible minds, where mercies touch the heart!” lifted up both his hands, 
and with an ecstasy of joy, “What is God a-doing,” says he, “for such an 
ungrateful dog as I am!” Then I let him know what I had brought over in 
the sloop, besides all this; I mean the horses, hogs, and cows, and other 
stores for our plantation; all which added to his surprise, and filled his heart 
with thankfulness; and from this time forward I believe he was as sincere a 
penitent and as thoroughly a reformed man as ever God’s goodness brought 
back from a profligate, a highwayman, and a robber. I could fill a larger 
history than this with the evidences of this truth, but that I doubt that part of 
the story will not be equally diverting as the wicked part. 


But this is to be my own story, not my husband’s. I return therefore to my 
own part. We went on with our own plantation, and managed it with the 
help and direction of such friends as we got there, and especially the honest 
Quaker, who proved a faithful, generous, and steady friend to us; and we 
had very good success, for having a flourishing stock to begin with, as I 
have said, and this being now increased by the addition of £150 sterling in 
money, we enlarged our number of servants, built us a very good house, and 
cured every year a great deal of land. The second year I wrote to my old 
governess, giving her part with us of the joy of our success, and ordered her 
how to lay out the money I had left with her, which was £250 as above, and 
to send it to us in goods, which she performed with her usual kindness and 
fidelity, and all this arrived safe to us. 


Here we had a supply of all sorts of clothes, as well for my husband as for 
myself; and I took especial care to buy for him all those things that I knew 
he delighted to have; as two good long wigs, two silver-hilted swords, three 


or four fine fowling-pieces, 2 a fine saddle with holsters and pistols very 
handsome, with a scarlet cloak; and, in a word, everything I could think of 
to oblige him, and to make him appear, as he really was, a very fine 
gentleman. I ordered a good quantity of such household stuff as we wanted, 
with linen for us both. As for myself, I wanted very little of clothes or linen, 
being very well furnished before. The rest of my cargo consisted in iron- 
work of all sorts, harness for horses, tools, clothes for servants, and 
woollen-cloth, stuffs, serges, stockings, shoes, hats, and the like, such as 


servants wear; and whole pieces2® also, to make up for servants, all by 
direction of the Quaker; and all this cargo arrived safe, and in good 
condition, with three women-servants, lusty wenches, which my old 
governess had picked up for me, suitable enough to the place, and to the 
work we had for them to do, one of which happened to come double, 
having been got with child by one of the seamen in the ship, as she owned 
afterwards, before the ship got so far as Gravesend; so she brought us out a 
stout boy, about seven months after our landing. 


My husband, you may suppose, was a little surprised at the arriving of 
this cargo from England; and talking with me one day after he saw the 
particulars, “My dear,” says he, “what is the meaning of all this? I fear you 
will run us too deep in debt: when shall we be able to make returns for it 
all?” I smiled, and told him that it was all paid for; and then I told him that, 
not knowing what might befall us in the voyage, and considering what our 
circumstances might expose us to, I had not taken my whole stock with me, 
that I had reserved so much in my friend’s hands, which now we were come 
over safe, and settled in a way to live, I had sent for, as he might see. 


He was amazed, and stood awhile telling upon his fingers, but said 
nothing. At last he began thus: “Hold, let’s see,” says he, telling upon his 
fingers still, and first on his thumb; “there’s £246 in money at first, then two 
gold watches, diamond rings, and plate,” says he, upon the forefinger. Then 
upon the next finger, “Here’s a plantation on York River, £100 a year, then 
£150 in money, then a sloop-load of horses, cows, hogs, and stores;” and so 


on to the thumb again. “And now,” says he, “a cargo cost £250 in England, 
and worth here twice the money.” “Well,” says I, “what do you make of all 
that?” “Make of it?” says he. “Why, who says I was deceived when I 
marrieda wife in Lancashire? I think I have married a fortune, and a very 
good fortune too,” says he. 


In a word, we were now in very considerable circumstances, and every 


year increasing; for our new plantation grew upon our hands insensibly,22 
and in eight years which we lived upon it, we brought it to such a pitch that 
the produce was at least £300 sterling a year: I mean, worth so much in 
England. 


After I had been a year at home again, I went over the bay to see my son, 
and to receive another year’s income of my plantation; and I was surprised 
to hear, just at my landing there, that my old husband was dead, and had not 
been buried above a fortnight. This, I confess, was not disagreeable news, 
because now I could appear as I was, in a married condition; so I told my 
son before I came from him that I believed I should marry a gentleman who 
had a plantation near mine; and though I was legally free to marry, as to any 
obligation that was on me before, yet that I was shy of it lest the plot should 
some time or other be revived, and it might make a husband uneasy. My 
son, the same kind, dutiful, and obliging creature as ever, treated me now at 
his own house, paid me my hundred pounds, and sent me home again 
loaded with presents. 


Some time after this, I let my son know I was married, and invited him 
over to see us, and my husband wrote a very obliging letter to him also 
inviting him to come and see him; and he came accordingly some months 
after, and happened to be there just when my cargo from England came in, 
which I let him believe belonged all to my husband’s estate, and not to me. 


It must be observed that when the old wretch, my brother (husband) was 
dead, I then freely gave my husband an account of all that affair, and of this 
cousin, as I called him before, being my own son by that mistaken match. 
He was perfectly easy in the account, and told me he should have been easy 
if the old man, as we called him, had been alive. “For,” said he, “it was no 
fault of yours, nor of his; it was a mistake impossible to be prevented.” He 
only reproached him with desiring me to conceal it, and to live with him as 


a wife, after I knew that he was my brother; that, he said, was a vile part. 
Thus all these little difficulties were made easy, and we lived together with 
the greatest kindness and comfort imaginable. We are now grown old; I am 
come back to England, being almost seventy years of age, my husband 
sixty-eight, having performed much more than the limited terms of my 
transportation; and now, notwithstanding all the fatigues and all the miseries 
we have both gone through, we are both in good heart and health. My 
husband remained there some time after me to settle our affairs, and at first 
I had intended to go back to him, but at his desire I altered that resolution, 
and he is come over to England also, where we resolve to spend the 
remainder of our years in sincere penitence for the wicked lives we have 
lived. 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1683. 


ENDNOTES 


Author’s Preface 


1(p. 3) concealed: Defoe is referring to secret histories, a popular genre of 
writing in the eighteenth century in which well-known people and events 
were masked in remote and allegorical plots. Often, keys were published 
separately to reveal true names, places, and events. 


2 (p. 3) Newgate: This London prison was notorious for the hardened 
criminal offenders incarcerated there and the harsh conditions in which they 
were held. Defoe often writes in what he calls a “warm” manner on 
Newgate because he spent five months there himself in 1703 for writing a 
seditious pamphlet. He thinks of the place as the veritable nadir of human 
experience, and Moll compares Newgate to “an emblem of hell itself, and a 
kind of an entrance into it” (p. 249). 


3 (p. 6) transported: To reduce overcrowding in England’s prisons, 
convicted felons (usually facing a sentence of execution) were sometimes 
offered the choice of transport abroad to the colonies, where they went into 
indentured servitude for a period of five to seven years. 


Volume I 


4 (p. 11) Moll Flanders: “Moll” is often used to denote a woman who is a 
criminal or consorts with gangsters or, in some circumstances, is a 
prostitute. Flanders is a kind of fine lace from the Netherlands that, at the 
time of the novel, was often under restrictive tariff in England to protect 
local manufacturers. 


5 (p. 12) parish: Under a series of comprehensive “poor laws” in England, 
individual parishes throughout the country bore responsibility for the care 
of orphans and indigents within their precincts. Newgate Prison was not 
under parish auspices, so no public institution was responsible for caring for 
the infant Moll. 


6 (p. 22) Mrs. Betty: At the time of the novel “Mrs.” was a generic address 
for a woman, whether married or unmarried, and “Betty” was a generic 


name for a chambermaid. 


7 (p. 31) bred to law: The laws of primogeniture in England passed estates 
in their entirety to firstborn sons, so the younger sons of families often took 
to the law and other professions. In this case, the younger brother assumes 
that though his family would prefer that he marry a woman who would 
bring him a substantial sum as a dowry, there is less concern about his 
choice of a wife than there is for the choice his older brother will make. 


8 (p. 35) all along told me I was his wife: Parties who agreed that they were 
married had legal marital status until the mid-eighteenth century, when new 
laws mandated official legal and religious sanction for marriage. 


9 (p. 39) I entreated him ... pull bis sword out and kill me: In protesting her 
lover’s approval of her marriage to his younger brother, Moll is nearly as 
histrionic as the character Dido, queen of Carthage, when she speaks of her 
implied marriage to the warrior Aeneas in the epic poem Aeneid, by first- 
century B.C. Roman poet Virgil. 


10 (p. 50) “Answer, and answer not, says Solomon”: The reference is to the 
Bible, Proverbs 26:4-5: “Answer not a fool according to his folly, lest thou 
also be like unto him. / Answer a fool according to his folly, lest he be wise 
in his own conceit” (King James Version). 


11 (p. 57) We saw all the rarities at Oxford: Defoe is referring to the many 
antiquarian objects housed in the college collections. 


12 (p. 58) sponging-house: This is a kind of holding cell for potential 
inhabitants of debtor’s prison, usually run by the local bailiff or officer of a 
parish court. 


13 (p. 58) caused the rest of his goods to be removed into the Mint: The 
reference is to a section in the London district of Southwark that was an 
established, legal sanctuary for debtors and bankrupts; originally it was the 
site in London for the minting of English coin. 


14 (p. 60) Lord Rochester’s mistress ... to have the scandal of a whore 
without the joy: Defoe had an unusual predilection for the poems of that 
most notorious of Restoration rakes, John Wilmot, second earl of Rochester 
(1647-1680), many of whose poems were of a lascivious nature. These lines 


are from his “Song to Phillis”: “Dye with the scandal of a Whore, / and 
never know the joy.” 


15 (p. 67) “A woman ne‘er so ruined... her undoer, man”: Moll slightly 
misquotes “Letter from Artemiza in the Country to Chloe in the Town,” by 
the poet John Wilmot, second earl of Rochester: “A Woman’s ne’r so 
wretched but she can / Be still revenged on her undoer, man.” (See also 
endnote 14.) 


16 (p. 80) There are more thieves and rogues made by... Newgate: Defoe 
felt, as have many after him, that miserable conditions in prisons bred more 
crime than the threat of prison sentences deterred. 


17 (p. 88) for my mother’s opinion was, bury the whole thing entirely: 
Moll’s mother here takes a position very similar to that of Jocasta in 
Oedipus Tyrannos, by fifth-century B.C. Greek playwright Sophocles. 
When Jocasta realizes that her husband is also her son, she claims that since 
we actually dream of such things, we can learn to endure them. Obviously 
Freud had recourse to Jocasta’s words for his theory of the Oedipus 
complex. He might well have had recourse to the words of Moll’s mother as 
well. 


18 (p. 101) “Are the Virginia ships taken by the French?”: Moll is voicing a 
timely concern. This sequence of the novel is set during the English Civil 
Wars, when French privateers were a persistent threat to English merchant 
vessels sailing the trading lanes of the Atlantic and the Mediterranean. 


19 (p. 115) indifferent monitor: Moll is saying that she is not a responsible 
judge of her own moral values. This phrase generated a brilliant essay on 
the psychology of Defoe’s novel by Maximillian Novak (“‘Unweary’d 
Traveller’ and ‘Indifferent Monitor’: Openness and Complexity in Moll 
Flanders,” in Realism, Myth, and History in Defoe’s Fiction; see “For 
Further Reading”). 


20 (p. 116) goldsmith ... broke: Goldsmiths were moneylenders and money 
changers who functioned as unregulated bankers. By “broke” Moll means 
he went bankrupt. 


21 (p. 129) the family were all Roman Catholics: After Henry VIII broke 
off from Rome, the English were never sympathetic to the Catholic religion 


and were especially antagonistic during the years of the Revolution and the 
Protectorate, in which Moll’s story is for the most part set. The law forbade 
open Catholic worship in England or the holding of state offices by 
Catholics. On the whole, Defoe’s own views were tolerant on the religious 
side of the question but leery when Catholicism, as it so often did, moved 
into open or covert political support for the reimposition of a Catholic 
monarchy in England. 


22 (p. 130) married by a priest. Though it was illegal to practice 
Catholicism during this time, a marriage performed by a Roman Catholic 
priest would be recognized as legal. 


23 (p. 144) a much brighter history ... than any I ever saw in print: Defoe 
planned sequels to Moll Flanders in which he would elaborate on the stories 
of Jemmy and Moll’s governess in crime, Mother Midnight. But he 
produced neither; nor did he produce a promised sequel to his novel 
Roxana, which ends in the midst of a vicious crime. 


24 (p. 147) “to prevent the parish impertinences”: The parish bears 
responsibility for orphans and indigents, and “impertinences” in this case 
refers to Moll’s fear that the parish will wrest the child from her because of 
the unseemly circumstances of her pregnancy. 


25 (p. 148) “I have given security to the parish... under my roof”: That is, 
Mother Midnight has made arrangements to satisfy the parish officers about 
any and all activities in her house, including the birth of newborns. 


26 (p. 165) consent of friends should be wanted: If a young lady was to be 
married underage, she needed the consent of a family member or a guardian 
for the ceremony. 


27 (p. 166) “we are not tied by the canons to marry nowhere but in the 
church”: The church usually set the hours and places for marriages, though 
the upper classes could have the rules bent for them with the timely exercise 
of influence and funds. 


Volume IT 


28 (p. 184) Moll Cutpurse: Mary Frith (a.k.a. Moll Cutpurse; 15842-1659) 
was one of the most infamous thieves of seventeenth-century England. 


Thomas Middleton and Thomas Dekker depict her life in their play The 
Roaring Girle, Or Moll Cut-Purse (1611). Pickpockets of the period 
worked by severing the belt or strap that held a purse near the body and 
were often called “cutpurses.” 


29 (p. 187) They both pleaded their bellies... quick with child. The women 
are claiming to be pregnant, because a pregnant woman’s sentence was 
stayed up to and beyond her delivery. This was the case with Moll’s mother 
at the beginning of the novel. 


30 (p. 196) to dress me up in men’s clothes: Mary Frith, the thief also 
known as Moll Cutpurse, often dressed as a man. Mother Midnight here 
suggests that Moll Flanders do the same, to avoid detection. 


31 (p. 199) Lord Mayor. The Lord Mayor of London holds a largely 
ceremonial office with some judicial and regulatory power. 


32 (p. 205) a merry time of the year, and Bartholomew Fair was begun: 
This boisterous London fair, which began annually on August 24, had its 
start in the twelfth century. 


33 (p. 219) Bluecoat Hospital: Christ’s Hospital, a charity school, was also 
known as “Bluecoat Hospital” because the students there wore long blue 
gowns. Moll’s route here puts her in the same unsavory neighborhoods she 
has long wandered as a criminal. 


34 (p. 222) “are you a justice of peace or a constable?”: The question 
refers to the fact that a constable does not determine guilt or innocence but 
merely detains the suspect upon request of the victim. If the charges are 
plausible, the justice of the peace then holds the criminal or arranges bails. 


35 (p. 242) French pistoles... ducatoons, orrix-dollars: French pistoles are 
gold coins worth nearly a pound sterling; Dutch ducatoons are silver coins 
worth six shillings or so; Dutch rix-dollars are silver coins worth between 
two and four shillings. 


36 (p. 246) alderman of the city: An alderman is a legislative member of the 
City of London borough council, serving as peace officer for local disputes. 
There was, at the time of the novel, no citywide police force or court system 
serving the whole of London. Each borough or parish handled its own 
criminal and civic cases. 


37 (p. 250) score: Prisoners were charged for board and for perks, and those 
with sufficient funds could purchase what they needed, bribe those useful to 
them, and live in some style while imprisoned. 


38 (p. 252) forfeit his recognizance: The linen merchant is concerned that if 
he were to show compassion toward Moll he would be contradicting his 
original statements against her (his recognizance). 


39 (p. 255) Hounslow Heath: Highwaymen reconnoitered at this notorious 
spot, which at the time of the novel was about 10 miles outside the city, and 
plied their trade on the road. 


AO (p. 255) press-yard: This part of the Newgate complex was originally 
used for torture but eventually became desirable, since it contained better 
living quarters that prisoners could attain by paying fees to prison officials. 
John Gay’s wonderful comic extravaganza for the stage, The Beggar’s 
Opera (1728), set in Newgate, reveals just how the prison system of bribery 
and corruption worked in early-eighteenth-century London. 


41 (p. 256) Hind, or Whitney, or the Golden Farmer: These men were 
legendarily notorious thieves. James Hind, a highwayman, was brutally 
executed in 1652 during the Protectorate; James Whitney, also a 
highwayman, was executed in 1694; and William Davis, a former farmer 
known for paying his debts with gold coin (hence, “the Golden Farmer”), 
was executed in 1689. 


42 (p. 261) I know not how to express them: Defoe often has his characters 
claim that they do not have the power to record the deep impression that 
experiences, usually of a spiritual or frightful nature, make upon them. 
Robinson Crusoe has something of the same reaction on his island after his 
fever-induced nightmare of the avenging angel: He claims not to have the 
words to explain the impression made on him by the vision. 


43 (p. 262) extort confessions from prisoners: The chaplain alludes, in part, 
to what were known as Newgate biographies, confessions sold for religious 
purposes as the last words of those about to be executed. 


44 (p. 266) petition for transportation: Transportation (removal to the 
colonies as an indentured servant) was not an automatic option, especially 
for capital crimes. But given the crowding of prisons and the need for 


indentured service in the colonies, transportation was likely for first-time 
offenders. 


45 (p. 277) term: The term in Jemmy’s case appears to be life, and though 
he will not become an indentured servant, he apparently gives up any option 
of returning to England “as long as he lived” (p. 281). 


46 (p. 281) However... a little strange: This paragraph seems to be an 
amended version of the text that Defoe delivered to his printer as a 
substitution for the two paragraphs beginning “Then I told her...” and “She 
soon agreed...” (p. 281). Unfortunately, the printer did not delete the two 
paragraphs as Defoe requested; he simply kept them and added the new 
material. We have included it all, and the reader is welcome to work out the 
logic to his or her satisfaction. 


47 (p. 290) can’t see well enough: Moll’s brother/husband seems to be 
almost blind, reminiscent of the blindness that Oedipus inflicts upon 
himself for the unnatural crimes of killing his father and marrying his 
mother in Oedipus Tyrannos, by fifth-century B.C. Greek playwright 
Sophocles. 


48 (p. 290) my very bowels moved: In the psychology of the day, still 
medieval in origin, the bowels were considered to be the seat of the 
emotions, a holdover echoed in the cliché “gut feeling.” 


49 (p. 293) Providence... makes use here of the same natural causes to 
produce those extraordinary effects: Defoe is always more comfortable 
dealing with the manifestation of God’s providence in the world if he can 
attribute the effects to causes that are also natural or psychological. The 
experiences of Robinson Crusoe on his island are instances of Defoe’s 
thinking in this vein: There are natural causes on the island for every event 
Crusoe describes as providential. 


50 (p. 294) thief-catchers: The reference is to informers who identify 
thieves to the authorities after having taken part in the crime themselves. 


51 (p. 294) restore for a reward what they had stolen the evening before: 
The network of crime in London included so-called “fences” who would 
return them to the theft victim for a price. Moll’s governess, Mother 
Midnight, does this in the episode involving the baronet (see p. 214). 


APPENDIX: “ON THE EDUCATION OF 
WOMEN” 


by Daniel Defoe 


Behind the comic aspect of Moll Flanders lies serious thought on the 
disenfranchisement of women in eighteenth-century England and _ its 
resultant social problems. Defoe’s short essay “On the Education of 
Women” (1719), written three years before Moll Flanders, illustrates the 
author’s impressively progressive views on this subject. Standing out from 
contemporaneous thought and public opinion on the subject, “On the 
Education of Women” outlines a convincing set of reasons why the 
education of women is not only fair and just, but beneficial to all members 
of society. This seminal essay, which is reprinted below, offers readers a 
glimpse into the fertile mind that produced so delicious and edifying a work 
of fiction as Moll Flanders. 


I have often thought of it as one of the most barbarous customs in the 
world, considering us as a civilized and a Christian country, that we deny 
the advantages of learning to women. We reproach the sex every day with 
folly and impertinence; while I am confident, had they the advantages of 
education equal to us, they would be guilty of less than ourselves. 

One would wonder, indeed, how it should happen that women are 
conversible at all; since they are only beholden to natural parts, for all their 
knowledge. Their youth is spent to teach them to stitch and sew or make 
baubles. They are taught to read, indeed, and perhaps to write their names, 
or so; and that is the height of a woman’s education. And I would but ask 
any who slight the sex for their understanding, what is a man (a gentleman, 
I mean) good for, that is taught no more? I need not give instances, or 
examine the character of a gentleman, with a good estate, or a good family, 
and with tolerable parts; and examine what figure he makes for want of 
education. 


The soul is placed in the body like a rough diamond; and must be 
polished, or the lustre of it will never appear. And ‘tis manifest, that as the 
rational soul distinguishes us from brutes; so education carries on the 
distinction, and makes some less brutish than others. This is too evident to 
need any demonstration. But why then should women be denied the benefit 
of instruction? If knowledge and understanding had been useless additions 
to the sex, GOD Almighty would never have given them capacities; for he 
made nothing needless. Besides, I would ask such, What they can see in 
ignorance, that they should think it a necessary ornament to a woman? or 
how much worse is a wise woman than a fool? or what has the woman done 
to forfeit the privilege of being taught? Does she plague us with her pride 
and impertinence? Why did we not let her learn, that she might have had 
more wit? Shall we upbraid women with folly, when ’tis only the error of 
this inhuman custom, that hindered them from being made wiser? 

The capacities of women are supposed to be greater, and their senses 
quicker than those of the men; and what they might be capable of being 
bred to, is plain from some instances of female wit, which this age is not 
without. Which upbraids us with Injustice, and looks as if we denied 
women the advantages of education, for fear they should vie with the men 
in their improvements.... 

[They] should be taught all sorts of breeding suitable both to their genius 
and quality. And in particular, Music and Dancing; which it would be 
cruelty to bar the sex of, because they are their darlings. But besides this, 
they should be taught languages, as particularly French and Italian: and I 
would venture the injury of giving a woman more tongues than one. They 
should, as a particular study, be taught all the graces of speech, and all the 
necessary air of conversation; which our common education is so defective 
in, that I need not expose it. They should be brought to read books, and 
especially history; and so to read as to make them understand the world, 
and be able to know and judge of things when they hear of them. 

To such whose genius would lead them to it, I would deny no sort of 
learning; but the chief thing, in general, is to cultivate the understandings of 
the sex, that they may be capable of all sorts of conversation; that their parts 
and judgements being improved, they may be as profitable in their 
conversation as they are pleasant. 


Women, in my observation, have little or no difference in them, but as 
they are or are not distinguished by education. Tempers, indeed, may in 
some degree influence them, but the main distinguishing part is their 
Breeding. 

The whole sex are generally quick and sharp. I believe, I may be allowed 
to say, generally so: for you rarely see them lumpish and heavy, when they 
are children; as boys will often be. If a woman be well bred, and taught the 
proper management of her natural wit, she proves generally very sensible 
and retentive. 

And, without partiality, a woman of sense and manners is the finest and 
most delicate part of GOD’s Creation, the glory of Her Maker, and the great 
instance of His singular regard to man, His darling creature: to whom He 
gave the best gift either God could bestow or man receive. And ’tis the 
sordidest piece of folly and ingratitude in the world, to withhold from the 
sex the due lustre which the advantages of education gives to the natural 
beauty of their minds. 

A woman well bred and well taught, furnished with the additional 
accomplishments of knowledge and behaviour, is a creature without 
comparison. Her society is the emblem of sublimer enjoyments, her person 
is angelic, and her conversation heavenly. She is all softness and sweetness, 
peace, love, wit, and delight. She is every way suitable to the sublimest 
wish, and the man that has such a one to his portion, has nothing to do but 
to rejoice in her, and be thankful. 

On the other hand, Suppose her to be the very same woman, and rob her 
of the benefit of education, and it follows— 


If her temper be good, want of education makes her soft and easy. 

Her wit, for want of teaching, makes her impertinent and talkative. 

Her knowledge, for want of judgement and experience, makes her fanciful 
and whimsical. 

If her temper be bad, want of breeding makes her worse; and she grows 
haughty, insolent, and loud. 

If she be passionate, want of manners makes her a termagant and a scold, 
which is much at one with Lunatic. 

If she be proud, want of discretion (which still is breeding) makes her 
conceited, fantastic, and ridiculous. 


And from these she degenerates to be turbulent, clamorous, noisy, nasty, the 
devil!... 


The great distinguishing difference, which is seen in the world between 
men and women, is in their education; and this is manifested by comparing 
it with the difference between one man or woman, and another. 

And herein it is that I take upon me to make such a bold assertion, That 
all the world are mistaken in their practice about women. For I cannot think 
that GOD Almighty ever made them so delicate, so glorious creatures; and 
furnished them with such charms, so agreeable and so delightful to 
mankind; with souls capable of the same accomplishments with men: and 
all, to be only Stewards of our Houses, Cooks, and Slaves. 

Not that I am for exalting the female government in the least: but, in 
short, I would have men take women for companions, and educate them to 
be fit for it. A woman of sense and breeding will scorn as much to encroach 
upon the prerogative of man, as a man of sense will scorn to oppress the 
weakness of the woman. But if the women’s souls were refined and 
improved by teaching, that word would be lost. To say, the weakness of the 
sex, as to judgment, would be nonsense; for ignorance and folly would be 
no more to be found among women than men. 

I remember a passage, which I heard from a very fine woman. She had 
wit and capacity enough, an extraordinary shape and face, and a great 
fortune: but had been cloistered up all her time; and for fear of being stolen, 
had not had the liberty of being taught the common necessary knowledge of 
women’s affairs. And when she came to converse in the world, her natural 
wit made her so sensible of the want of education, that she gave this short 
reflection on herself: “I am ashamed to talk with my very maids,” says she, 
“for I don’t know when they do right or wrong. I had more need go to 
school, than be married.” 

I need not enlarge on the loss the defect of education is to the sex; nor 
argue the benefit of the contrary practice. ’Tis a thing will be more easily 
granted than remedied. This chapter is but an Essay at the thing: and I refer 
the Practice to those Happy Days (if ever they shall be) when men shall be 
wise enough to mend it. 


INSPIRED BY MOLL FLANDERS 


William Hogarth (1697-1764) was an extremely popular painter and 
engraver in eighteenth-century England, and Moll Flanders contributed in 
no small part to his success. After a modest early career, Hogarth decided to 
present A Harlot’s Progress as woodcuts (1731-1732) that could be mass- 
produced and sold to individuals inexpensively. The series shows the rise 
and fall of a young country girl named Moll Hackabout; for this character 
Hogarth took inspiration from Defoe’s heroine, from numerous lurid media 
accounts of prostitution and philandering, and from John Bunyan’s religious 
allegory The Pilgrim’s Progress (1678, 1684), the most widely read book in 
England at the time, except the Bible. A Harlot’s Progress soon became 
famous, and after many unscrupulous salesmen made their own copies of 
Hogarth’s woodcuts, the artist successfully lobbied to pass the first 
copyright bill in England pertaining to engravings. 


The first engraving shows Moll’s arrival in the city and her acquaintance 
with the kindly-appearing Mother Elizabeth Needham, the madam of a 
well-known brothel. Things progress with reasonable success for Moll in 
the second engraving, which shows the heroine ushering her handsome 
lover out of the bedroom before he is noticed by the rich older man who has 
invited Moll to live in his apartment. Moll’s downfall begins in the third 
panel, in which her new apartment is unkempt and inexpensively furnished, 
and Moll shows signs of incipient venereal disease. The fourth image finds 
her in prison, the fifth on her deathbed, and the sixth in a coffin, her toddler 
son dressed in mourning on the floor beside it. 

In their tone and overall message, the images bear great resemblance to 
Defoe’s work: Slightly silly and irreverent, they nonetheless depict the 
treacherous states in which some women found themselves when stripped 
of more conventional options for survival. Hogarth followed his popular 
series with A Rake’s Progress (1735), a less sympathetic portrayal of a 
young man who squanders two fortunes, his father’s and his wife’s. 

Moll has also been an appealing subject for filmmakers, though none have 
done Defoe justice. Director Terence Young’s The Amorous Adventures of 
Moll Flanders (1965) features the beautiful Kim Novak, who sports a 


daringly low neckline throughout the film. This comic, bawdy sex-romp 
was an unsuccessful attempt to capitalize on the success of the Academy 
Award-winning Tom Jones (1963), based on the 1749 novel by Henry 
Fielding. 

David Attwood’s The Fortunes and Misfortunes of Moll Flanders (1996), 
which appeared on British television and was later released on DVD, is a 
four-hour bodice-ripper that includes no fewer than seventeen sex scenes; 
some critics found these to be gratuitous, and a small controversy followed 
the premiere of the series. The film stars Alex Kingston as Moll and Diana 
Rigg as a memorably funny Mrs. Golightly. The realistic sets and costumes 
also rate star billing. 

Pen Densham’s Moll Flanders (1996) takes more liberties with Defoe’s 
novel than any of its counterparts, which is saying quite a bit—virtually no 
details from the novel make the transition to film, except for the name of 
the heroine, played by Robin Wright Penn, and those of some of the other 
characters. Indeed, poor Moll isn’t even particularly memorable in this 
telling—it’s Stockard Channing who steals the show, as Mrs. Allworthy, the 
bordello madam. 


COMMENTS & QUESTIONS 


In this section, we aim to provide the reader with an array of perspectives 
on the text, as well as questions that challenge those perspectives. The 
commentary has been culled from sources as diverse as_ reviews 
contemporaneous with the work, letters written by the author, literary 
criticism of later generations, and appreciations written throughout the 
work’s history. Following the commentary, a series of questions seeks to 
filter Daniel Defoe’s Moll Flanders through a variety of points of view and 
bring about a richer understanding of this enduring work. 


Comments 


JONATHAN SWIFT 


[Defoe] is indeed so grave, sententious, dogmatical a rogue, that there is no 
enduring him. 


—from A Letter Concerning the Sacramental Test (1708) 


CHARLES LAMB 


While all ages and descriptions of people hang delighted over the 
Adventures of Robinson Crusoe, and shall continue to do so we trust while 
the world lasts, how few comparatively will bear to be told, that there exist 
other fictitious narratives by the same writer—four of them at least of no 
inferior interest, except what results from a less felicitous choice of 
situation. Roxana—Singleton—Moll Flanders—Colonel Jack—are all 
genuine offspring of the same father. They bear the veritable impress of De 
Foe. An unpractised midwife that would not swear to the nose, lip, 
forehead, and eye, of every one of them! They are in their way as full of 
incident, and some of them every bit as romantic; only they want the 
uninhabited Island, and the charm that has bewitched the world, of the 
striking solitary situation... 


The narrative manner of De Foe has a naturalness about it beyond that of 
any other novel or romance writer. His fictions have all the air of true 
stories. It is impossible to believe, while you are reading them, that a real 
person is not narrating to you every where nothing but what really 
happened to himself. To this, the extreme homeliness of their style mainly 
contributes. We use the word in its best and heartiest sense—that which 
comes home to the reader. 


—from Memoirs of the Life and Times of Daniel De Foe, by Walter Wilson 
(1830) 


WALTER WILSON 


The Story of Moll Flanders, although seriously told, and abounding in just 
reflections upon the danger of an habitual course of wickedness, is a book 
after all, that cannot be recommended for indiscriminate perusal. The 
scenes it unfolds are such as must be always unwelcome to a refined and 
well-cultivated mind; whilst with respect to others, it is to be feared that 
those who are pre-disposed to the oblique paths of vice and dishonesty, will 
be more alive to the facts of the story, than to the moral that is suspended to 
it. The life of a courtezan, however carefully told, if told faithfully, must 
contain much matter unfit to be presented to a virtuous mind. Moll Flanders 
is one of a low description; and gliding into the occupation of a shop-lifter, 
she became an adept in all the arts of her profession. The first part of her 
story renders her an object of pity, as the latter part of it does of respect; but 
the intermediate spaces are filled up by matters of a forbidding nature; and 
whatever lessons the whole may be calculated to afford to persons in a 
similar situation, it may be feared that they will weigh less with the obtuse 
and the profligate, than their dreams of present advantage. Those who take 
delight in exploring the annals of Newgate, without the moral, may here 
find the like scenes with the moral pointed. It is to the credit of De Foe, that 
he nowhere administers to the vicious taste of his reader, but takes every 
occasion of holding up vice to abhorrence. 


—from Memoirs of the Life and Times of Daniel De Foe (1830) 


WILLIAM HAZLITT 


We do not think a person brought up and trammelled all his life in the 
strictest notions of religion and morality, and looking at the world, and all 
that was ordinarily passing in it, as little better than a contamination, is, a 
priori, the properest person to write novels: it is going out of his way—it is 
‘meddling with the unclean thing.’ Extremes meet, and all extremes are 
bad. According to our author’s overstrained Puritanical notions, there were 
but two choices, God or the Devil—Sinners and Saints—the Methodist 
meeting or the Brothel—the school of the press-yard of Newgate, or 
attendance on the refreshing ministry of some learned and pious dissenting 
Divine. As the smallest falling off from faith, or grace, or the most trifling 
peccadillo, was to be reprobated and punished with the utmost severity, no 
wonder that the worst turn was given to every thing; and that the 
imagination having once overstepped the formidable line, gave a loose to its 
habitual nervous dread, by indulging in the blackest and most frightful 
pictures of the corruptions incident to human nature. It was as well (in the 
cant phrase) ‘to be in for a sheep as a lamb,’ as it cost nothing more—the 
sin might at least be startling and uncommon; and hence we find, in this 
style of writing, nothing but an alternation of religious horrors and raptures, 
(though these are generally rare, as being a less tempting bait,) and the 
grossest scenes of vice and debauchery: we have either saintly, spotless 
purity, or all is rotten to the core. How else can we account for it, that all 
Defoe’s characters (with one or two exceptions for form’s sake) are of the 
worst and lowest description—the refuse of the prisons and the stews— 
thieves, prostitutes, vagabonds, and pirates—as if he wanted to make 
himself amends for the restraint under which he had laboured ‘all the fore- 
end of his time’ as a moral and religious character, by acting over every 
excess of grossness and profligacy by proxy! How else can we comprehend 
that he should really think there was a salutary moral lesson couched under 
the history of Moll Flanders? ... 


We may, nevertheless, add, for the satisfaction of the inquisitive reader, 
that Moll Flanders is utterly vile and detestable: Mrs. Flanders was 
evidently born in sin. The best parts are the account of her childhood, which 
is pretty and affecting; the fluctuation of her feelings between remorse and 
hardened impenitence in Newgate; and the incident of her leading off the 
horse from the inn-door, though she had no place to put it in after she had 


stolen it. This was carrying the love of thieving to an ideal pitch, and 
making it perfectly disinterested and mechanical. 


—from Edinburgh Review (January 1830) 


LESLIE STEPHEN 


De Foe... may be said to have stumbled almost unconsciously into novel- 
writing. He was merely aiming at true stories, which happened not to be 
true. But accidentally, or rather unconsciously, he could not help presenting 
us with a type of curious interest; for he necessarily described himself and 
the readers whose tastes he understood and shared so thoroughly. 


—from Hours in a Library (1892) 


VIRGINIA WOOLF 


The advocates of women’s rights would hardly care, perhaps, to claim Moll 
Flanders and Roxana among their patron saints; and yet it is clear that 
Defoe not only intended them to speak some very modern doctrines upon 
the subject, but placed them in circumstances where their peculiar hardships 
are displayed in such a way as to elicit our sympathy. Courage, said Moll 
Flanders, was what women needed, and the power to “stand their ground”; 
and at once gave practical demonstration of the benefits that would result. 


—from The Common Reader (1925) 


Questions 


1. Does Defoe convince the reader that in Moll Flanders we are hearing 
the voice of a woman? Are there reflections, turns of phrase, 
emphases, judgments, and attitudes that are convincingly those of a 
woman? Explain the author’s success or failure in capturing the voice 
of a woman. 

2. Do we ever see around Moll as we would see around a narrator in a 
novel by Vladimir Nabokov? That is, do we know more about her 


from her words than she knows herself? Does the reader see aspects of 
her unconscious that she is psychologically incapable of 
understanding herself? 

3. Is Moll one of those cases about which you would say, “To 
understand is to forgive”? Is she to be condemned or exonerated, and 
to what degree in either case? 

4. Would Defoe, do you think, be sympathetic to modern feminism? 
How do the pro-female sentiments in Moll Flanders and in “On the 
Education of Women” hold up in the context of contemporary issues 
for women? 
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a 


Reveals herself, though the word could also be interpreted as implying that 
she puts on a false show. 


b 


Editing and expurgating. 


C 


Taste. 
d 


The meaning drawn from a passage as it applies to life. 
e 

Purged. 
f 


Warning. 
& 


To come. 
h 


For centuries, London’s principal court for criminal proceedings; Newgate 
Prison was located next door. 
i 


The gallows steps and the hanging noose. 

j 
Name for institutions that housed the orphaned, the ill, the insane, and even 
the criminal. 

k 


Linen fabric. 
] 


One of London’s central markets. 


m 


The sentences of pregnant women were postponed until and somewhat 
beyond delivery. 


nN 


Town about 50 miles northeast of London, in the county of Essex. 
fe) 


Take a position as a household servant. 


Pp 
Wool yarn. 


q 
By sewing. 


I 


Scheme or plan. 
S 
Headpieces of lace. 
Refined. 
u 
Scorned; disdained. 
Vv 


In the mid-seventeenth century a guinea was worth 20 shillings, or one 


pound. 
Ww 
Agreement. 
x 


Counted. 


y 
Neckband. 


Zz 


Defoe pretends to conceal a prominent townsperson’s name. 
aa 
Covering to protect or disguise the face. 
ab 
Village close to London on the eastern road out of the city. 
ac 
Strategies or schemes. 
ad 
Consternation. 
ae 
Meetings, with a decided sexual overtone. 
af 
Delusions. 
ag 
Small coin that had been discontinued and was worthless. 
ah 
Since beauty attracts potential husbands, Robin speaks of it in terms of 
property. 
ai 
Teasing. 
aj 
Trivialize. 
ak 


The name plays upon the eponymous naming of characters in so many 
seventeenth-century stage comedies. 


al 
Confused. 


am 


Divert. 
an 
Passage recorded in John Ray’s A Collection of English Proverbs (1678). 
ao 
Suspect. 
ap 
Circumstance. 
aq 
Behaved. 
ar 
Broached. 
as 
Conniving trap. 
at 
According to prescribed methods of military attack. 
au 
The part of an estate that can pass down through the woman’s line. 
av 
Consideration. 
aw 
Not willingly, as a staked bear baited by dogs. 
ax 
Virgin. 
ay. 
Eager, or filled. 
az 
Drunk. 


ba 

Intercourse. 
bb 

Improved financially. 
be 

Conveniently; beneficially. 
bd 

Well treated, with marriage as the goal. 
be 

Look good and graceful bearing a sword. 
bf 

Attendant who rides the lead horse on the left. 
bg 

Part of clerical garb worn around the neck. 
bh 

City about 60 miles northeast of London. 
bi 

Dandy. 
bj 

Serious. 
bk 

Civil writ for the seizure of goods. 
bl 

Meaning “where I was not known.” 
bm 

Self-reproaches. 
bn 


Petty officers on a merchant ship, in charge of maintenance and other tasks. 
bo 
Remain unclaimed or unsold. 


bp 
Beneficial. 


bq 
With haughtiness and arrogance. 
br 
Aware. 
bs 
People to perform a function; in this case, gossips. 
bt 


Made the representation to the women that they could not proceed as they 
wished. 


bu 

Neighborhood just east of the Tower of London. 
bv 

Lacked. 
bw 


Also called Redriff; a London neighborhood on the south bank of the 
Thames. 


bx 
Scorned. 
by. 
Resort. 
bz 
Above the need to account for his character. 


ca 


Contradicted. 
cb 
Particular; careful. 
ce 
The expression refers to death by hanging. 
cd 
Impure material. 
ce 
Revealed. 
cf 
Limited restitution upon forfeiture of money owed. 
cg 
Flows by the original Virginia colony at Yorktown. 
ch 
Militia. 
ci 
Branded as a transported criminal on the inside of the hand. 
Cj 
Winning the sympathy of. 
ck 
Temperament. 
cl 
Condemned. 
cm 
Stroke. 
cn 


Called upon; commanded. 


co 

Tactic. 
cp 

Defoe continues to pretend to keep real names secret. 
cq 


Emotional outbursts; the name derives from the rhapsodic poets of ancient 
Greece. 


cr 
Until death. 
cs 
Verification. 
ct 
Compromise. 
cu 
Pestered. 
CV 
Broaching. 
cw 
Prodded. 
CX 
Signature. 
cy. 
Discredit. 
CZ 
Small shot. 
da 


Terms of the letter. 


db 
Distracted; manic. 
dc 
With a rope. 
dd 
Moderately. 
de 
On the southern coast of Ireland in County Cork. 
df 
Cracked the main mast. 
dg 
Seaport southwest of London. 
dh 
Associate in business matters. 
di 
Adding to her reserves. 
dj 
Spa city west of London famous for its hot springs. 
dk 
Temptations; traps. 
dl 
Autumn. 
dm 
Sexually illicit. 
dn 
House of sexual liaisons, if not actual prostitution. 
do 


Reasons for reproof 
dp 

Sexual relations. 
dq 

Particular. 
dr 


Truly mad, as compared to the moderate 
brother/husband. 


ds 

Enrich. 
dt 

Lack. 
du 

Restricted. 
dv 

Up two flights from the main floor. 
dw 

Brought up the subject with. 
dx 


Disgusted. 
dy 
Spend carefully. 
dz 
Supply his food. 
ea 
Small town about 15 miles southwest of Bath. 
eb 


distemper 


of Moll’s 


Bed on which a mattress filled with straw is laid across wooden pallets. 
ec 

But for. 
ed 

Town about 30 miles north of Bath. 
ee 

Happenstance; fortune. 
ef 

More friends than lovers. 
es 

Referring to her spotless moral behavior. 
eh 


Meaning too close to breaking the Seventh Commandment, which 
condemns adultery. 


ei 
Rule. 
ej 
Self-reproaches. 
ek 
Sexual relations. 
el 
The name is a pun, since “Cleave” is slang for a loose woman. 
em 
Neighborhood in west London on the north bank of the Thames. 
en 
Town about 40 miles west of London. 


e0 


Unintentional. 
ep 
Violated. 
eq 
London neighborhood later made famous by early-twentieth-century writer 
Virginia Woolf and her circle, the so-called Bloomsbury Group. 


er 
Allowed to. 
es 
Inflammation of the lung cavity; often accompanies pneumonia. 
et 
Employ 
eu 
Remainder. 
ev 
Out of bed and moving. 
ew 
Outside and about. 
ex 
Expressions; attitudes. 
ey. 
Repentance. 
eZ 
As is; without stipulations. 
fa 
In our situations. 


fb 


Represented; made claim. 
ic 
Stock. 
fd 
Silver serving sets and utensils. 
fe 
Applying heavy makeup, usually over a white base. 
ff 
Announced; printed up as a notice. 
fg 
From England’s northern shires. 
fh 
Accountings; receipts. 
fi 
Miscounted. 
fj 
Agent who would handle the financial transactions; but the implication is 
“husband.” 
fk 
Not exhibiting a personal stake in the matter. 
fl 
Apology. 
fm 
Complicated, troublesome. 
fn 


Put out public proclamations renouncing any debts she rings up under his 
name. 


fo 


A jest, but with the implication of marriage as a comic ending. 
fp 
In the event that. 
fq 
More receptive to his offer. 
fr 
Reached his central point. 
fs 
Northern shire just below Yorkshire. 
ft 
Improve. 
fu 
Subsequent narration. 
fv 
Paid for. 
fw 
Town 20 miles east of Liverpool. 
is 
Estate. 
fy, 
Carriage. 
fz 
In eighteenth-century locution, one’s person is one’s property. 
ga 
Part of his estate that she could pass on through her heirs. 
gb 
Protective tactics. 


&C 
Town in the west of England, close to the Welsh border. 
gd 
Rocky outcropping across the River Mersey from Liverpool. 
ge 
Main disembarkation point in Wales for sea voyages to Ireland. 
gf 
Defoe is anachronistic: The Bank of England was not founded until 1694. 
88 
Commanded. 
gh 
Basis. 
gi 
Horses, carriage, and liveried footmen. 
g) 
Large city in central England. 
gk 
Loot. 
gl 
Intimate. 
sm 
Made love. 
gn 
Take up as a highwayman. 
80 
Town about 35 miles northwest of London. 


&P 


Handling of affairs. 
&q 


Hospital and house of correction in London. 
gr 
Requiring the most finesse; difficult to effect. 
8s 
Guarantee of support, either personal or financial. 
gt 
Fever. 
gu 
Had objections to. 
BV 
Contemporary slang for midwife and bawd. 
Sw 
Heavy, dark thoughts. 
8X 
Buildings were then identified by hanging insignias rather than by numbers. 
BY. 
Aware. 
8Z 
The theater district of Drury Lane was known for its traffic in prostitution. 
ha 
Detest. 
hb 
For the good. 
he 


Preliminary finding for divorce. 


hd 
Reveal. 
he 
Old lady. 
hf 
Kind of anxiety believed to be caused by bad air flow within the body’s 
organs. 


hg 
Imagination. 
bh 
Town about 20 miles north of London. 
hi 
Deeply; worrisomely 
bj 
Troubling. 
hk 
Cheaper mode of transportation carrying freight as well as passengers. 
hl 
It is unclear whether Moll means Stone Place in Cheshire or the more likely 
town of Stone in Staffordshire. 
hm 
Town in Buckinghamshire about 50 miles northwest of London. 
hn 
Town very close to Stony-Stratford. 
ho 
Ordered. 
hp 
Out. 


hq 

Not in one’s right mind. Rough leather dyed green. 
hr 

Moll seems to be omitting several of her lovers in this count. 
hs 

Worry. 
ht 

Prayer book of the Anglican Church. 
hu 

Contrived concern; all expression and no substance. 
hv 

Bows made of ribbon. 
hw 

Headpiece of linen lace originally made with bone bobbins. 
hx 


Secretive. 
hy 

Opposite. 
hz 

Warnings shouted by a pursing crowd. 
ia 

Local townsfolk assisting the constable. 
ib 


The moment in the narrative that follows when Moll tests the accuracy of 


her proposition. 
ic 


Limited; not speculative. 


id 
Carriage, horses, and liveried servants. 
ie 
Vital organs. 
if 
Moved out of. 
ig 
From the Bible (Proverbs 30:8-9): “Give me neither poverty nor riches ... 
lest I be poor, and steal” (King James Version). 
ih 
Market street in London near the Royal Exchange. 
ii 
Alter. 
ij 
Neighborhood on the River Thames, then one of the worst in central 
London. 
ik 
Small bowl. 
il 
In an unsafe district near the center of London; in the passage that follows 
Moll trolls some of the most dangerous parts of the city. 
im 
Grounds of St. Bartholomew’s Hospital, in the Smithfield area of London. 
in 
Reluctant toward. 
io 
In the financial district of central London, near the Royal Exchange. 


ip 


Glossy silk. 
iq 
Separate. 
ir 
Profit. 
is 
London neighborhood north of the Thames and east of the center. 
|| Foresight. 
it 
Strategic decision. 
iu 
Not in particular need of money. 
iv 
Set her up as a prostitute. 
iw 
Moll goes into the booth without hesitation. 
ix 
Need. 
ly 
Finessed. 
iz 
Cloth and fabric district of London near St. Paul’s Cathedral. 
ja 
Paid employee. 
jb 
White cotton fabric. 


ge 


Pardon, sometimes general, extended by a judge of a circuit court. 
jd 
Pumping water. 
je 
Selling information to authorities. 
jf 
Quality linen paper. 
jg 
Rough handling upon apprehension. 
jh 
Import restrictions had been imposed to protect local lace manufacturers. 
ji 
Who would sell the Flanders lace on the black market. 
iJ 
Officer of the court; in this case, he is on the take. 
jk 
Set new terms. 
jl 
Fairly. 
jm 
Revealed their whereabouts for a price to other black marketers. 
jp 
Place for Dissenters, or Protestants who did not conform to the doctrines of 
the Church of England, to meet for worship; Defoe himself was a Dissenter. 
jo 
Pattern; literally, the thread that leads one out of a labyrinth. 
JP 


Provides the clinching case. 
jg 
A brief look. 
Jr 
Caught red-handed. 
js 
Right on her heels. 
jt 
Commit themselves to appear as prosecution witnesses. 
ju 
Consistent in its terms (even if a lie). 
JY 
On horseback. 
jw 
Foresight. 
jx 
Upset her. 
JY. 
Room where lace is sold. 
jz 
For centuries, London’s principal court for criminal proceedings; Newgate 
Prison was located next door. 
ka 
Tab, or account. 
kb 
Suffered an ill turn. 
kc 


Trade. 
kd 
Covered walks, arcades. 
ke 
Gaming houses or booths. 
kf 
Notorious location for prostitutes. 
kg 
Thoroughly. 
kh 
Men of fashion wore full wigs in Restoration England. 
ki 
Gateway separating the area of the Strand from the old City of London. 
kj 
Disgustingly excessive. 
kk 
From the Bible (Proverbs 7:22-23). 
kl 
Bearing. 
km 
Syphilis. 
kn 
Benefit; a plus. 
ko 
Waistband pocket in gentlemen’s trousers. 
kp 
Rank of honor, entitling a commoner to the official title “Sir.” 


kg 
Once a village northwest of London, now a well-to-do section of the city. 
kr 
Presentation. 
ks 
Forwardly. 
kt 
Extort money. 
ku 
Took a great chance in terms of contracting a venereal disease. 
kv 
Concern. 
kw 
Sedan chair borne on poles by two carriers. 
kx 


No charge. 
ky 

Predisposed; persuaded. 
kz 

He did not maintain Moll as a mistress. 
la 

Dispute. 
lb 

Of common cloth. 
Ic 

Once a town north of London, now a borough of the city. 
Id 


First thing to pop into her head. 
le 
Stratford, Bow, and Cheston were stops on the coach lines out of the city. 
If 
Ships trading at English coastal ports. 
lg 
Containers for goods; a hamper is a wicker box. 
lh 
Invoices and freight numbers. 
li 
Rough linen fabric. 
Jj 
Unit of measurement approximating a yard. 
Ik 
High-quality glasses made with fine flint. 
ll 
Rows; misunderstandings. 
Im 
In this instance, sneak thieves. 
In 
Lifted wares. 
lo 
Speak, with the implication of bargaining. 
Ip 
Full-time agent of the courts, and often a thug. 
Iq 
Grain broker. 


lr 

The general law of the land. 
ls 

Unusually. 
lt 


Mourning clothes worn after the first year of widowhood that are less stark 
than those worn initially. 


lu 
Represented. 
lv 


Sum paid to obtain temporary release but forfeited if the journeyman were 
to fail to appear for the execution of the sentence. 


lw 
Court for Middlesex County in the City of London. 
lx 
Unscrupulous lawyer who picks up clients by the wayside. 
ly 
Generate more heat for a lawsuit. 
lz 
Wore accessories. 
ma 
Anger. 
mb 
Neat; not slovenly. 
mc 
Barmen. 
md 


Biweekly London journal of public and official notices. 


me 
Consorted. 
mf 
Stamping device for imprinting images on coins. 
mg 
Diwy up their take with a fourth party. 
mh 
Riverfront district east of the Tower of London. 
mi 
The New Exchange, a popular seventeenth-century shopping venue. 
mj 
Package. 
mk 
Fashionable park in Westminster near the Houses of Parliament. 
ml 
Pall Mall, a fashionable street along the northern border of St. James’s Park. 
mm 
In step. 
mn 
Barracks near Whitehall Palace. 
mo 
Market district in central London. 
mp 
Bet. 
mq 
Dice are rolled from inside a small box. 


mr 


Rambling or traveling; better road conditions existed in summer months. 
ms 
Spa towns in Kent and Surrey, respectively. 
mt 
Autumn fairs in the north and east of England, respectively. 
mu 
Trick. 
mv 
Town in Suffolk, north and east of London. 
mw 
Another town in Suffolk. 
mx 
Tipsy. 
my 
Successfully. 
mz 
Large passenger vessel heading to Ipswich, a town in East Suffolk. 
na 


Boat that makes regular freight, mail, and passenger runs between two ports 
of call. 


nb 
Soap balls. 
nc 
Head. 
nd 
Within. 


ne 


Stations to hire riding horses. 
nf 
Some explanation. 
Dg 
The hanging gallows at Tyburn, near London’s Hyde Park. 
nh 
Ironic slang for Newgate Prison. 
ni 
Sentence of death. 
nj 


Defoe noted that this was a reference to the bell at St. Sepulchre’s Church, 
which tolls upon execution day. 


nk 


The chaplain, who, as in this instance, served both the prisoners and the 
authorities. 


nl 
Incapable of speech. 
nm 
Moll was born in Newgate Prison. 
nn 
In a heightened state. 
no 
By local citizens. 
Op 
Of great reputation. 
ng 
Try his hand at highway robbery. 


or 


Hanged. 
ns 
Indictment. 
nt 
Cloth. 
nu 
Revealed themselves. 
nv 
St. Mary of Bethlehem, hospital for the insane in London. 
nw 
Postings for execution. 
nx 
Death row at Newgate Prison. 
ny 
Presiding judge in Moll’s case. 
nZ 
Delay in execution of the sentence. 
oa 
Slander. 
ob 
Cheered. 
oc 
One of the four main wings of Newgate Prison. 
od 
Lacked. 


oe 


Moll, and Defoe, are wrong here: Two witnesses are necessary only in 
prosecution of treason. 


of 
He has been frying bigger criminal fish. 
0g 
Unique. 
oh 
Those who supply and feed cattle or sheep herds. 
oi 


Moll, and Defoe, must mean Oxfordshire, because that is where Burford 
Fair was held. Town in the northwest of England. 


Oj 

Equanimity. 
ok 

Money for passage. 
ol 


At anchor in the harbor at Deptford, near the conjunction of the Thames and 
the River Ravensbourne. 


om 
Raised anchor. 
on 
Cove on the River Thames near Greenwich. 
00 
Loose dress. 
Op 
Accoutrements. 
oq 
Deal. 


or 
Money was worth less than goods in the tidewater colonies of America. 
Os 


Large cabin on the upper deck near the stern of the ship, often used by a 
ship’s officers. 


ot 

On the River Thames about 20 miles southeast of London. 
ou 

Open coastal waters off Kent. 
OV 

The Shannon. 
ow 

Deal. 
Ox 

Secured her plantation to cover payment of the funds entailed. 
Oy. 

Interchangeable with colony at this time of American history. 
OZ 

In their employ. 
Pa 


In England dogs pursue the quarry in recreational hunting, so the notion of 
a man going into the woods in search of prey is novel to Moll. 


pb 

French gold coins worth slightly less than a British pound. 
pc 

One employed to write out legal contracts and notices. 
pd 

Present her claim. 


pe 
Spanish coins marked with the figure “eight” and worth about 4% shillings. 
pf 
Rifles for bird shooting. 
Rs 
Lengths of cloth. 
ph 
Imperceptibly. 


